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PREFACE. 



We hope the reader will find this a cheerful volume, 
jeaving pleasant records and healthful impressions on both 
mind and heart. 

Our Book was written in the midst of suffering, yet we 
tried to follow Nature in her bright and cheerful moods, 
and to catch inspiration from her sweetest melody. The 
earth, sky and air — the wood-lands and flowers, in view 
of the invalid^s window, painted before the mind that 
beautiful, soul-stirring, and oft changing scenery that 
seemed to awaken and animate the power of Song. 

We sung when the soul was fiill — ^full of the merriment 
of Nature— when the heart was glad — ^glad with an exist- 
ence that triumphed over a painful life. We sung when 
beauty and brightness seemed to bend down over the hill- 
top, the valley and the plain ; and we could, for the hour, 
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forget that earth had sorrow. When we saw the earth 
decked with flowers, " the Alphabet of the Angels," pure, 
and bright, and sweet as characters of love divine, thef 
we would try to read the inspiring lesson of her joy, axii. 
join the glorious harmony of her song. 

We could not despond while the Infinite Father walked 
with us through life's sorrow, or sweetly kept us through 
its sunshine and its joy, writing upon the soul with every 
golden ray, "-How beautiful is earth !^ 

We wrote when the heart was full, little dreaming o" 
ever appearing before the Public as an Author; and, as 
we now do so, we sincerely ask that a life of infirmity may 
plead in our behalf, and turn away your criticism ; — and, 
with this hope, we humbly send forth Our Offering fo; 
Public fevor. o. A. h. 

South Butler, N. Y., 1860, 
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BE CHEERFUL AND HAPPY. 

Birds and flowers seem glad and cheer^, 
Striving to be bright and gay ; 

Why should I be sad and fearful ? 
Fear keeps happiness away. 

Though the clouds are staying longer, 

Seeming to obscure our view, 
Sun-shine still is warmer, stronger — 
. Soon the rays are breaking through. 

Why should I be unbelieving ? 

Nature loves a cheerful style. 
Little good can come of grieving, 

Better wear a pleasant smile. 
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Eindlj voices greet my coming — 
Kindest smiles so often cheer, 

And the pleasure still of loving, 
Makes this earth a happy sphere. 

There is little room for sadness 
When the spirit wears a smile ;* 

Keep a trusting heart, and gladness: 
Shall each lonely hour beguile. 

Buds and leaves their beauty giving, 
Flowers blooming sweet and bright — 

Should it not be pleasant livijig 
In a world where flowers delight T 

Then be cheetriul, hopeful, active. 
Like the birds some carol sing — 

0, is not this world attractive, 
Where so many pleasures spring t 

Banish then all fear and sorrow. 
Keep a cheerful heart and glad ; 

Do not fear a storm to-morrow — 
Nothing gained by being sadv 
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MEMORIES OF MY EARLY HOME. 

At mention of my early home, 
What precious memories start ! 

Again a happy boy I roam 

With playmates and my cart ! — 

Again the brook, with whirl, and foam, 

Oft tearing.through the meadow loam. 
Is pictured on my heart ! 

That quaint old house I see once more, 

Now looking just the same 
As in those happy days of yore, 

When from the school I came : 
I wonder if the old dark store, 
With peaked roof and double door, 

Has ever changed its name. 

And there on the four-corners stancla 
The 8cli0Qlrh<i>itme where wq played — 

Where oft we met in playfttl bwEMls, 
And study quite d^lay^. 

Where we so oft, with childish hands, 

Rebuilt the walls around our lands. 
Or house or fortress made. 
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And here we all rode down the hill, — 
'Twas winter's favorite game ; 

There runs a little leaping rill, 
As bright as then it came ; 

The brook winds through the meadow still, 

And then around behind the mill, 
I fancy, just the same. 

The large, old barn, again I see. 
Where, playing hide-and-seek, • 

With bounding hearts and spirits free. 
We met most every week ; 

That barn looks just the same to me 

As in those days of childish glee. 
With dove-holes in the peak. 

I see the fields and play gromids where 

I tried my boyish kite, 
The meadow and the orchard there. 

The woods and brooklet bright ; 
Those youthful hours so free fix)m care— 
The place where first I bowed in prayer — 

Dear memories of delight. 

Those early scenes, then bright and grand. 

Look just the same to-day ; 
But where are they who took my hand, 
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And joined in every play ? 
Today we are a scattered band — 
Some gone unto the better land. 

Some wandering far away. 



THE RUNAWAY CANARY'S FAREWELL SONG. 

[The incident -that gave rise to the fbllowlng poem, occurred at Newport, 
B. L,and at one of those subnrban residences, located on the high grounds 
in the rear of the city, which commands a view of the harbor and distant 
ocean. A fHend writing trom there said : ** We had a Canary that filled the 
whole honse with his muaic— a perfeot Jenny Lind in singing. One day when 
I had giren the little fellow a bath and forgotten to close his cage-door, he 
took wing bail and flew away. Two days after he returned, and perching his 
birdship on a tree at a little distance flrom us, sung one of his sweetest songs, 
and then disappeared in the blue distance forerer. I have often wondered 
whether that song was one oT triumph er of farewell."— €-. A. H.] 

Adieu, adieu, those ample halls, 

To me they were but prison walls, 

Where scarce the free, bright sunlight falls ; 

Oh, what to bird was carpet soft, 

Or snow-white spread, of spacious loffc, 

All, all was prison still to me, 

And " Dickey " sighed — ^he was not free ! • , 

One day, (perhaps I was too brave,) 
There came a thought — am I a slave, 
To be shut up like hardened knave ? 
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Or, what can mean this well barred screen. 
Am I a felon, low and mean ? 
Then birdie's angel whispered me, 
Who made the birds, He made them free ! 

Agiun through window open wide, 
I saw the ebbing, flowing tide 
Of ocean, rolling in its pride ; 
And then awoke in birdie's soul. 
Desire to fly beyond control — 
To skim away o'er land and sea, 
With this dear thought, I too am free ! 

There I was praised, and very many 
Called little " Dick " a perfect " Jenny," 
Among Canaries, Finches, any ; 
I know my notes were often ringing, 
And thought I paid my rent in singing, 
But praise has lost its charm for me. 
My prison's burst, and I am free ! 
Oh, tell me not of sumptuous fore — 
That I should know your daily care, 
And in the love of all should share — 
These, these I bid a glad adieu, 
To flit through yon etherial blue. 
Or, perching on some towering tree, 
Exult with thoughts, I now am free ! 
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Yet I return sincerest thanks, ^ 

For choicest food fmd gilded tanks, 
Where " Dickey " bathed with i&anj pranks- 
Young Miss was kind and smiled so bright, 
^Hs not for thee I take my flight ; 
There is a dearer thought to me — 
The world is wide, and I am free ! * 

Still I will sing for yon once more. 

Who left ajar my prison door, 

To close on little bird no more; 

You may, perhaps, some censure share — 

To me 'tis freedom, light and air, 

Vm happy now as bird can be, 

And this my triumph, I am free ! 

Joyful rU roam, nor trouble borrow. 
But trust that He who feeds the sparrow. 
Will give me food and drink to-morrow ; 
Again, adieu — through sparkling light. 
Now little " Dickey " takes his flight- 
To-day, (and that's enough for me,) 
Ify winga are strong — ^I'm free ! I'm free 1 1 
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AMONG THE SUMMER FLOWERS, 

When every field is decked in green. 
And Nature^s scenes are calm, serene — 
When com with waving blades is seen, 

And leaves have wove their bowers^ 
'Tis sweet to wander up the hill, 
Or rove along the leaping rill — 
To listen to the Oriole, 
Or through the smiling valley stroll 

Among the summer flowers. 

Now every earthly scene is fair, — 
Then leave awhile your toil and care. 
For pleasant fields and bracing air — 

Enjoy the lovely hours ; 
Come out where everything is bright, 
And nature smiles with pure delight 
Through floods of glowing, golden light ; 
The pulse shall feel a quicker bound, 
And songs of cheerfulness resound. 

Among the summer flowers. 
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Come, who will join me in the plaj 
Of quite forgetting care to-day 1 
With cheerful hearts we'll stroll away- 
Through nature's fairest bowers ; 
Come sweet " Content," I'll welcome you, 
And " Love ". and " Truth " so dear and true- 
Come "Innocence" and "Friendship" pure, 
And "Merry-heart," the best of cure, 
Enjoy the summer flowers. 

And who is this ? another guest, 
Who neither asks nor cares for rest, 
But joins the ring with eager zest, 

To spend the cheerful hours ; 
"They call me Sport," the guest replied, 
" I come to seek a jolly bride !" 
Come in; come in ; the place is wide, 

Among the summer flowers ! 

Now we will be a happy band, 
Where air is genial, soft and bland, 
And in the meadows broad and grand, 

We'll spend these brightest hours ; 
Come all my friends, we'll joyful roam ; 
" Envy " and " Pride," will be at home ; 
Then cheerful come, leave every care. 
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And every beauty freely share, 

Among the summer flowers. 

Awhile forsake the dusty town, 

Where walls of brick and mortar frown ; 

See, nature wears a jewelled crown 

In all the summer hours ; 
Awhile forget the weary strife, 
Of daily toil and anxious life — 
Come out where beauty spreads her rays, 
And let the heart resound with praise, 

Among the summer flowers. 



LOVE-BLOSSOMS. 

Once I saw a pleasant household, 

Where each sun-ray softly laid, 
Hope was smiling at the gateway, 

And the brightest visions played ; 
Lawn and garden were in prospect, — 

Noble trees and lovely flowers, 
Everything seemed joyful telling 

Of the future, happy hours : 
Then a lovely, smiling angel, 
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Bent most genial skies above, 
And I knew that scene of beauty, 
Was the bright Spring-time of Love. 

Warm and genial zephyrs swaying, 

Such as Spring-time always brings, 
Through the scene were gently playing, 

With the purest, brightest things ; 
Yet the angel pointed earthward, 

Where fond hopes were clustering bright. 
Where were garnered dear heart-treasures. 

Full of promise and delight ; 
Forms of beauty then entwining. 

Brightly were unfolding there, — 
Sweet and fairy-like Love-Blossoms, 

Guarded with paternal care. 

Dear Love Blossoms, precious treasures. 

Blooming in that sweet Spring-time — 
Gleaming with bright rays of promise, 

Telling of the life divine : 
But there gathers o'er that life-scene, 

Shadows like a mythic form. 
Till they reach the household treasures. 

With a desolating storm, 
Rudely sweeps the hurried tempest, 
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With a life-destroying doom — 
And a sweet Loyb-Blossom falleth. 
Just as it begins to bloom. 

Then the angel whispered comfort, 

Turning sorrow into joy — 
Pointing to a; future glory, 

That should never know alloy — 
Telling of a fairer blooming, 

In bright gardens far away, 
Where no gathering storm-cloud reaches. 

To obscure that brighter day — 
Where each withered fallen blossom, 

Brighter, fairer, blooms again , 
And in true celestial glory, 

Shall forever sweetly reign. 
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Reposing there between the hills, 

A little gem of beauty lies, 
Fed by a score of limpid rills, 

A mirror poised between two skies ; 

Giving the clouds that yonder glow*/ 
A counterpart in depths below. 
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Green banks bend down thy waves to meet, 

Fair lilies sleep upon thy breast, 
Thy charms it is a joy to greet, 

So sweet and tranquil seems thy rest ; 
A gem of nature, calm and bright, 
Giving the poet's heart delight. 

Above, the skies so calmly bend. 

Around, fair farms most graceful lie, 
. Here quiet beauties sweetly blend. 
Save where some bolder rocks defy — ■ 
Birds skim above, or skilful lave 
A well-poised wing in cooling wave. 

Musing of thee, O crystal gem, 

How many stirring thoughts awake ! 
Wast thou the same bright diadem. 
When Indian warriors rowed the Lake 1 

When red man's bark o'er thee did glide, 
Wast thou the same fair sparkling tide 1 

No doubt thy quiet, silvery waves, 

Have been lit up with " council fires," 
But now the Indian's unmarked graves 
Are lost, like all their rude desires ; 
So crystal waters, wilt thou. stay 
A gem when I am passed away I 
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ASPIRATIONS AND GROWTH. 

I. 
Alone in busy world of thought, 

I mused with aspirations high, 
I would be pure and true and good, • 

And would the enticing world defy ; 
I'd range among the noblest things — 

Would give to thought its purest sway — 
The bright to-morrow should perform. 

Some nobler action than to-day ; 
Whatever things are great and pure, 

All noble things of good report, 
Whatever likens mortals here. 

To Him who rules the heavenly Court — 
These Fd pursue with ardent heart. 

With earnest and unwavering will, 
Nor cease the struggle, long, severe, 

Until my bounding heart was still. 

II. 
But stay, my soul, wait not for scenes 

Of greatness, or for world-wide fame, 
Life's little scenes in kindness wrought, 
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"Shall glow with brightest, purest flame ; 
To cheer a child, to help a friend, 

To make a spot of earth look bright — 
To turn desponding ones to Him 

Whose love must always bring delight— 
That everywhere I go or stay, 

An influence for the right shall flow. 
Till every friend, companion, all. 

Shall find their heart more tender grow — ' 
Ah, this is earnest life and growth. 

And this more like the Saviour's love, 
More like the way that heaven approves, 

And more like angel-life above. 



MALCOM. 

I. 
I think that this story before has been told, 
By sonae prosy writer in times of old, 
When " courting " was done in a way very bold 5 
But its dress shall be new. 
As it comes now to you : 
No matter, then, for the style of the old one, 
If you only like the chime of the new one, 
And the story is told with the ring of a true one# 
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II. 

Charles Malcom was young — ^a pure minded youth, 
Whose kind, earnest heart was the soul of truth ; 
Impetuous, yet generous, he had forsooth, 

A warm loving spirit. 

We call it merit ; 
He bowed, but it was at affection's shrine, . 
His fault was this, (and perhaps it is thine, 
Or not less strange, it may also be mine,) 
He made the mere earthly, almost divine. 

Forgetting the weakness in it. 



m. 



Now Charles, it is told, loved a lady fair. 
With bright,. brilliant eyes and fine silken hair, 
A sweet lovely maiden, a charming young Miss, 
His first and his brightest ideal of bliss — 
O, how could he live if he missed of this ! 
The brightest beam, 
In his young love-dream ! 
His thoughts were of her when the stars were bright — • 
His dreams were of her in shadows of night. 
And thoughts of her gave the day its delight. 



MALCOM. 29 

IV. 

He would manfully toil and strive, till his name 
"Was engraved, bold and high, in the Temple of Fame, 
And Adelia should share 
In the Fame, not the care : 
So Charles rested not till his love was told, 
He stammered a little, he meant to be bold — 
Not a fig cared he for the " old man's" gold ; 
That is, he said to himself with a sigh. 
The " dust " looks well, but that's all in my eye ! 

V. 

Of course. Miss Adelia expressed much surprise. 
Yet the look that escaped from her bright little eyes. 
Was a sunbeam of hope from the brightest of skies. 
And they finished the story with one or two sighs, 
And a clasp of the hand, 
Then a walk on the strand. 
Where the lovers repeated their constant devotion. 
And plighted their hearts 'mid the roar of the ocean. 

VI. 

Then lady and lover awhile must be parted. 
Of course they both swore to be ever true hearted, 
While Malcom's " commission " should keep him away — 
^t must not be long, — ^two years and a day, — 
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He wished it were less — ^no more would he stay ; 

He'd think of her often — ^for him she would pray, 
Until at his side, 
She stood as his bride ; 

Then all lihould be bright through the journey of life, 

And they would be happy, dear husband and wife ! 

VII. 

1 4ieed not relate the scene of their parting, 

Nor tell in whose eyes the sad tears were starting — 

The waving of hands, the yielding of sorrow 

To this cheerful hope, of letters to-morrow : 

Those letters to each breathed the pure and the ti'ue, 

And what besides this need the Muse bring to view. 

While the time of his stay 

In the Indies away. 
Glided rapidly by, two years and a day. 
And Maloom is sailing on homeward-bound way. 
Hoping 'Delia is watching for him at the Quay. 

• vin. 
Nor need I relate the scene of their meeting, 
The bounding of souls, the warm hearted greeting. 
Without once a thought, these joys could be fleeting ; 
So soon would they bring, 
The pledge of the ring : 
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For only next Sabbath shotild time further run, 
Ere they meet at the altar and forever be one ! 



IS. 

But love is a fountain that often gets ruffled, 
And sets hearts to beating like drums that are muffled, 
And ere the bright hour of their nuptials came round, 
Chasles Malcom's bright Temple of L«ve, tumbled down ; 

What moved the foundation, 

From its firm situation. 
Was his sister's relation, in a very grave way. 
That his love had been jilted while he was away. 



She told him her love for her dear only brother, 
Could not see him thus the dupe of another ; 
Then to convince him that truth she had spoken, 
She said she would prove by a very sure token. 
That 'Delia's fair vows had sadly been broken : 
The lady Rad tilted, 
And rambled and jilted 
With another young fellow, a very spruce beau, 
And this on the morrow she offered to show. 
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XI. 

" Go, brother, and hide in a cluster of willow. 
Near a little by-path that winds through the meadow, 
At the foot of the hill, near the end of the valley, 
And see for yourself in their evening sally ; 
For there they oft go. 
Miss Adelia and beau :" 
His sister thus told him — ^he'd see if 'twas so. 

XII. 

Too soon they were coming, the false and the fair. 
Arm in arm, hand in hand, all thoughtless of care ; 
Charles saw her bland smiles through ringlets of hair — 
O, woman, thought he, what treachery there ! 

Just then the young blade. 

Was telling the maid 
His Ardent devotion — ^how deep was his sorrow. 
That another would claim her as bride on the morrow ; 
While with words and caresses, the maid with much art, 
Assured the gay beau of her love and her heart. 

XIII. 

No longer could Malcom repress his keen ire. 
Such blight to his heart set his brain quick on fire, — 
He rushed from his covert, a pistol quick drew. 
Exclaiming : " Die, woman, so false and untrue ?" 
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Then followed a shriek and the death coming hue ; 
Then plun^ng a dagger in the hreast of the beau, 
A quick exclamation brought still deeper woe ; — 

" Brother ! your wife ! 

Your sister ! !"— O, life ! 
What dreadful reality ! — it was indeed so, 
His sister, in pants, had been playing the beau ! 

MORAL. 

When the actions of others from willows you scan, 
And you think that some rival is thwarting your plan, 
O, never be shooting till sure of your man ! — 
Though tresses and dresses girls' beauties enhance. 
In coat and hat decked, they make poor gallants. 
And surely there's danger when they put on the pants ! - 



JUNE HAS COME! 



June has come in regal splendor, reigning mild and bright 
From her gorgeous leafy Temple scattering delight ; 
Wreaths of beauty crown the Princess, ever fair and 

glowing, 
Flowery gems and brilliants rare, June, are thy bestowing. 
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Hail^ sweet Juae, smiling June, chill and frost are over. 
Pure and fragrant is her breath wafted from the clover ; 
Sweet and tranquil is her reign, happiness imparting, 
From each simple dormant germ, now new life is starting. 

ni. 
Blushing June, lovely Princess, natuirei's beautj crowning. 
On the world that welcomes thee, never, never frowning ; 
From thy fountains, pure an4 clear, hope and joy are 

welling. 
And from myriads thou dost bless, songs of praise are 

swelling. 

In the brightness of to-day, there's no room for sadness, 
June has come with Summer's song, full of joy and 

gladness ; 
Waving fields and blooming flowers, beauteous rays 

combining. 
Forming garlands pure, and sweet, loving hearts entwining. 

T. 

June has cpmcs and through the vale tl^e Cuckoo's notes 

are swelling, 
And the joyful BoboUnljc his merrijiient is telling ; 
Everything is gay to-day, growing, shining, singing. 
Everywhere throiigb June are heardmerry echoes ringing. 
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VI. 

Through the valley gently gliding, o'er each hill-top 

bounding, 
Comes the merry-hearted 'June, with glad songs resounding ; 
Through the woodlands ring the joy, every meadow 

glowing. 
Now there's cheerful music-notes in the brooklets flowing. 

Vll. 

O'er a world of beauty rare, brightest skies are bending. 
From a realm of joy and song, anthems are ascending ; 
Let our cheerful song^ ^rise, gratefully o'erfiowing, 
For the beauty and the joy June is now bestowing. 



HOPE FOR THE SOKBOWINa 

Let Sorrow's child look up, 

There's help above, 
God reigns, and suffering ones 

May trust His love ; 
The shadows shall remove^ — 

You need not sigh, ' 
He'll bring you joy and lights 

Byand-by. 
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• Though fierce the trial hour, 

Yet banish fear, 
And soon the hand of God 

Will wipe each tear ; 
Soon, soon the day will dawn — 

Darkness remove, 
And then a glorious rest 

Unfold his love. 

Let Sorrow's child rejoice — 

All will be clear. 
There's mercy in the clouds 

That gather here, 
Come to the " Word of Life," 

The promise view ; 
" All things shall work together 

For good to you." 

This discipline severe 

May give you power. 
To rise in hope and trust. 

Through every hour ; 
Then humbly yield the heart 

To its control. 
The discipline of life 

Expands the soul. 



Al 



The storm may be severe, — # 

The tenip^t stroi^, 
The waiting for the morn 

Seem very long; 
^But when sinother hour 

Awakes the day, 
AH darkness, pain and doubt 

ShaH flee a^hiy. 

Then sufferer, fear not, 

Thougii wivves beat high. 
The sea will soon beealm — 

The faav«ii ^h ; 
SoQ|l,Tl?right w^l be In view 

The otb«T 4ioiB, 
.Where ^orrow^s storms.aiBdr mmea 

Shall beat no more. 



LOYrj: PJIOMPTED DEEDS COINED TO 
HEAVENLY GOLD, 

I saw an humble Cotta^r, 

With kind and christian heart ; 

He had not wealth to give the poor, 

Yet none went empty from his door — 
8 
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Still trusting God for future store. 
To-day he bore his part. 

I saw a veteran Christian bowed 

With weight long years had brought j, 
But, Oh, his heart was young and light. 
As memory painted pure and bright, 
The grateful smiles of sweet delight. 
His charities had wrought. 

I saw a Mother, fn-m and true^ 

The guardian of her child ; 
Oh, with what earnest, ceaseless care. 
She lifted heart and faith in prayer,. 
Her child might safe protection share,. 

From error dark and wild. 

I saw a Maiden, pure and kind,, 
Who loved her Saviour dear ; 
She waited not to know that fame, 
Would sound abroad h6r humble name, 
But blessings dropped for all who came,, 
And wiped the sufferer's tear. 

I saw a patient Watcher, too. 

Beside the bed of pain ; 
She bathed the sick one's brow with care — 
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Performed each act with skill so rare. 
She seemed an angel hovering there. 
With patient, heavenly reign. 

But when earth's kindly acts are past, — 

Its charities all told ; 
When God proclfdms to all, — ^to thee, 
Those kindly acts were " unto Me," 
Then, lif^s love-prompted deeds shall be, 

All coined to Heavenly gold. 



BEAUTY IS DIVINE. 

There is Beauty, glorious Beauty, 

In the clear and bending sky. 
Where the stars are ever smiling. 

From their peerless homes on high. 
We may see it in the woodland. 

Where the velvet moss is green — 
Where the brake is always growing. 

Or the niodest violet seen — 
Where the beech and maple cluster, 

Where the fir and ivy twine — 
All the varied scenes of Nature, 

Tell me beauty is divine. 



w BBAtmr IS DxyiNE. 

There is Beauty, painted Beau^, 

On the tinted evediYi^ dioilds, 
When -the sun is last declining, 
* And ere darkness thick enshrouds ; 
There is Beauty in Ijiose fringes — 

In each silver lining top, 
And we love to. gaze enraptured, 

At. the lovely twilight view,; 
While the scene is npt less glowing, 

When the rays of morning shine. 
And the t^eught40»a2ways eheering. 

Nature's beauty is divine. 

Thereis^Pqauty, ebeerfiil Beauty , 

In the. pleasant seeiiMS of home, 
Whevennffeetiw. loves to linger, 

jAnld oc»t^t6d,iiicwe wou}|d r^^nok; 
WhereiiMdli brot^ a«id each sifter, 

-Gladly g^ve A wee)thvof;€KMd9 
And: tfce <die«rfUl^ Iwip^iy lioiKMahpld, 

All del]|;btin loye's e^ffytroLf^ 
WbMneA^puve «Ad<Mored union, 

All-tbe:happy .^hand ^WLtwiner*- 
Then wefeel with heart-felt pleasvre^ 

That such liiieauty is divine. 



There is Beautjr^.siusred Beauty^ 

In a £uthfiil sister^s: love^ 
That moat nearly likens mortals^ 

To the holy ooes abovo*--' 
When: she. leares all selfish ilaamo^ 

And with joy^ her life devotes 
To some frail- and stiSering. brother^ 

And hiS'hflq^pdnesB promotes — • 
When benevolent d^Totion^ 

Is her altar and her shriDe,, 
And she yielda eaeh: other pleasuve^ 

To this one^ the most divine. 

There is Beauty, holy Beaut^f, 

In the humble christiaii's tow*-^ 
A true nobleness of spirit. 

That is seen u]pon his brow ;>. 
When his spirit finds an altais — 

When his &ithr has reached the sky. 
There is pure and tranquil beauty^ 

Calmly beaming from his eye ;; 
And he sees beyond earth's shadows, 

Where celestial glories shine, 
Then his grateful heart rejolees 
^ That such beauty is divine. 
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There is Beauty, cherished Beauty, 

In congenial spirits' love. 
That shall live, pure and undpng. 

In the brighter world above — 
Where each crown shall be unfading, 

And the vesture pure and white, 
• And their spirits mingling ever, 

In the raptures of delight ; 
There the harmonies of nature. 

Shall most pure and true entwine. 
And each soul rejoice forever. 

That love's beauty is divine. 

There is Beauty, simple Beauty, 

In each bright and smiling flower — 
In the green and waving meadow. 

And in every leafy bower — 
We may see it in the river. 

In its quiet steady flow. 
Or in the dashing cataract. 

And the boiling foam below — 
We may see it on the prairie. 

Where myriad gems combine. 
To repeat the ofl; told lesson, 

That each beauty is divine. 



BXAUTT IS BZyiNB* 

There is Beautj, skill and Beauty, 

In the curious insect world, 
Where the care <# the great Maker 

And his wisdom are unfurled : 
^Tis seen in every brilliant wing — 

In each microscopic eye — 
In the cicada's curious art, 

Or the flitting of a fly.; 
''Tis seen where bees have made their cells, 

Or where countless .flre-flies shine; 
And each whispers to my spirit . 

Of a beauty quite divine. 

There is Beauty, pleasing Beauty, 

In the country broad and grand, 1 
In its fields, its hills and valleys — 

In its trees — ^the rocks and sand ; 
When the Summer smiles in brightness. 

Or the Winter pure .and white — 
When the Autumn teems with botlnty. 

Or the Spring gives new delight— 
And we find it in the city^ 

When both art and truth refine, 
And both town and country teach us, 

That true beauty is divine^ 



There is* Bteatity', M^bnd'roti* Beauty^ 

In the oci^aft deep afed wide, 
In its glf^ftdasaa rblliig* tnHbi*'*— 

hi it9 etrt^, flb^n^ Mef, 
When it^r^lsglteillt cdm akMf 't!i^a»iquf^ 

Or just rolli tb Idsst'tlfef a&bfie: — 
When il rises lii its fu»yy 

And majestic billows roar — 
Wltetf it ^Giettw iMb type of gi'eaithesfir; 

Atid'Mmn^ thief eahrthf ^twih€(^ 
Then I khbiA^ of oceali% Biittitty^ 

That its atiffiOr is divine !' 

Thwe iifc B8i«tttjr^ g^n-g^otfa^lRaluty^ 

OntJeitf 1ih6ft«ll!Ml'ftJ3^esta< nd#, 
Tor tte fl^y M*^ of aluttinm, 

Latfeiy br6dthe« upott ea^ bbn^; 
And M^ tints of goH said ptti^e=y 

Witfi d*di vtfrt6d= <srfthii«6ii htie, 
iapfenw?- rttiii^ing witft^tlte viblietr-^ 

With t»e y^Hb# at»J' tlif* Wu^ ; 
Then my heart btets qtiick nfkh ^adfiess'^ 

When, so mATtj glorieil sMUe^ 
And I praise the grisat Creator, 

That ALL BsAtm^ i^ Bnmnu 
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CATCfflNG TROUT. 

Onward ran the dashing brooklet, 

Lieaping, foaming with delight, 
Glad and joyous seemed its murmurs, 

Through the meadows green and bright ; 
Pure and laughing were those waters — 

Eddies playing clear and fair, 
Fish in playful, graceful gambols, 

Darting like a sun-ray there. 



Then I saw a leisure sportsma 

Skill and caution marked his way, 
Well he knew the haunts and coverts, 

Where the fish he sought would stay ; 
See his well-trim'd pole and tackle, 

Reaching o'er the stream &r out — 
Dropping fly with well leam'd caution ; 

Quick — ^he has a speckled trout ! 
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Then the sportsman gets still nearer, 

Shielded by that bushy tree, 
Theie they gambol, O how merry, 

Just as glad- as fish can be ! 
Gliding round a whirling eddy — 

Turning, darting all about ; 
But the fly again was temfjiting^ 

See — ^another brilliant Trout ! 

Then I smiled to see him venture 

Hook and line along the rifb, 
Sure, thought I, there'll be no sporting 

Where the water runs so swift ; 
Soon I saw his line was darting, 

Down the rapids, — ^in and out — 
Pull away, and quick suspended, 

Was another noble Trout ! 

Thus the tempting fiy is Q^bred, 

All along the winding brook^ 
And the hungry fish are playing^ 

Very ndttr ike baited hook» 
Through the fields and through th« woodiMds, 

Winds the sportsman all about^ 
Till the evening turns him homeward^ 

With a string of spbcklbd Tbo^v t 
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TO A BEAUTIFUL LUTLE ROSE^ RECEIVED IN 
A LETTER. 

How pure and bright that little Rose ! 

How beautiful and ^ ! 
Its fragrance now most sweetly flows, 

Around me through the air. 
And mingling wilii the gems of thought. 

It is a tareasure dear, 
By kindness and afibction wrought 

Into a symbol clear. 

A star of hope — a beam of loye, 

An emblem of the heart — 
A gem that points the thoi^hts above, 

Where brighter glories start — 
A monitor of daered things — 

A beacon in our way, 
That seems to giye us ang^ wings, 

To soar, 'vdale yet we stay» 
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The memory of the promptings pure, 

That sent this gem to me, 
Comes as a balm for sorrow's cure — 

A light upon life's sea. 
And in my heart with tender glow, 

I set the gem this hour, 
While memories, pure and pleasant, flow 

From that dear little Flower. 



LAST MOMENTS OF THE YOUNG CHRISTIAN 
MOTHER. 

I know that I am dying — 
Now bring my children dear. 

For soon my spirit flying, 

Will leave them lonely here— 

Yes, bring my children to me — ' 

Fd see them here once more^ 
Before the angels bear me,, 

To yonder shining shore* 
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Now bring those Bibles nearer. 

And let me give each child, 
A Book to make life dearer — 

A treasure undefUed. 

And may its words of kindness 

Awaken &ith and love — 
Remove all earthly blindness. 

And lead each child above. 

Oh, let it be a token. 

All earthly clouds to lift, 
And only this be spoken, 

A mothkr'^s dying gut. 



WILL YOU MEET ME THERE? 

Where the pure and good shall gather, 
Gather never more to part — 

Where the purest, sweetest anthems 
Swell the joy of every heart — 



Where lotig separatcid «pitiU 

Perfect baj^ineser i^aS share^ 
And in thae eeleatial ^nl^n 

Crowns of ghypj emr i^cttar-^ 
Where eternal day is shining, 

Shining With th€r heAVeiily light-^ 
Where the ransoilied hosts asscimble, 

Clad in fohes of purest white :^^ 

There no sorrow, pain or care ! 
Sister, wiU you meet me there? 

Where is known no cheerless winter — 

Where eternal spring abides — 
Where the pure and crystal river 

Onward, clearly, brightly glides — 
Where the trees of life are growing. 

Growing for tiie notions' cure, 
And in fair celestial beauty 

All their leaves shall green endure — 
Where the Savior meets his ransomedy 

And shall wipe away all tears, 
And his bright and glorious preseiiee 

Shall Ibreyer calm their fears :-^ 

Oh, whal rapture these shall share ! 
Sister, Will you me^ me tiiere ? 
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Wbet^e the Lamb, in gloi^ons brigiitnessy 

Shall forever be the light — 
Where the oit j know^ no dAt^kness, 

For there cometh bo mixee night — 
Where ambrosial flowers are blooming, 

Bloomings blooming, not to die — 
Where the angel choirs are praising. 

Praising, pnftsing God on hi^i — 
Where bright seraphs' golden harp-strings, 

Shall with rapture thrill each soul, 
And earth's humble, weary pilgrims 

Find at last the promised goal :— ^ 

There no sorrow, pain or care ! 
Sister, will you meet me there I 

Where each blighted hope shall brighten, 

And the good their Lord shall greet — 
Where the pixrest lovenhall lipneii, 

And congenial spirits tiMet-^ 
Whore eac& &mseemUi^ hon^&oM, 

Shall be gatl»!ii*ed, undeiled^^ 
Where the sistev meMA hef brb^r, 

And t^e mother meets hei" ehild-^ 
Whei« the pastor meets his people, 

Afid his people Mver strii^*^ 
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Where a ransomed world shall enter 
Into everlasting day : — 

Oh, what rapture these shall share ! 
Sister, will you meet me there 1 



SABBATH EVENING. 

How precious is the Sabbath's dose ! 

How sweet this tranquil hour, 
As evening shadows gather fast 

Around each peaceful bower ; 
An hour so free from earthly care, 
So fit for thought and earnest prayer, 
That now I gladly yield my soul 
Unto its pure and sweet control. 

The sun, retiring from our view. 

Sinks calmly in the west. 
But still glide on the sacred hours 

Of pure and peaceful rest : 
As one by one the stars of night 
Reveal their rays of peerless light. 
My grateful heart shall joyful raise 
Its warmest notes of cheerful praise. 
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Blest hour of meditatioif sweet f 

How precious the review 
Of dll the saijred words'of life, 

The day has taught anew ; 
I lov& thisr holy eveniDg hoiir. 
It gives-tfae soul a higher power- — 
May eVfery Sabbath Ev^ing ^k>w 
An hoot of sweet repose below. 

How fit a time is this to trace 

The precious Book divine, 
Where we behold our Father's love,- 

In brightest glory shine ! 
This useM, i^aered, heavenly view. 
Gives strength to f^th— our' hopes renew. 
And with thiiff tranquil hour is given 
A blest fi>retaste of re$t in heaVen; 

This hour revives each drooping hope. 

And fills the soul with peace — 
The unction of this evening calm, 

Our spirits' powers increase ; 
And through th« twilight's softening hue 
We get a dearei*, higher vieW 
Of yonder world of heavenly light. 
Where day is followed not by night. 
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Come, holy Sabbath Evening, oome ! 

Of life's fair hours the blest. 
With thy return, 'tis sweet to think 

Of our eternal rest, 
Where weariness and pain come not, 
And earthly sorrows are forgot — 
Where peace and li^t shall hold their 3way 
Through an Eternal Sabbath Day« 



MY CHILD— GONE, NOT LOST. 

With ^od a dear one ceigneth. 

And beckons you away, 
To f>lains where a spirit gaineth 

Bright views of heavenly day; 
There, smiling at the glory 

Of the bright and sacred place, 
Your loved one sings the story 

Of pure, redeeming grace. 

<She is gone, but not too early. 

From the pain and strife of earth : 

O, think of the one loved dearly — 
Born to a heavenly birth, 
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With a life to-day immortal, 

And a crown unfading too, 
Just passed the bright, bright portal. 

And the City plain in vi«w. 

Gone, while the summer's glowing 

With beauty and with flowers. 
While Nature is bestowing 

Her sweetest, brightest hours ; 
So trust the kind, kind Giver ; 

Let grateful hearts still tell. 
In chastening^ God errs never — 

" He dobth all things well." 



THE SEASONS. 

A POEM IN FOUR PARTS. 
PART I. 

Welcome, Spring, calm, serene, 
Come to deck the earth witL green, 
Putting on her fairest robes, 
Singing, now, her sweetest odes ; 
Let me join the vernal song, 
Glad and free. 
Each note shall be. 
Nature's chorus to prolong. 
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Let my heart a welcomei brings 
To the joyfulj ssoiilibg Spriog; 
WekoBEi©, S|>iiQg, ^ith fragrant fiewerS, 
Welcome, leaves, and shady' bowers ^ 
Bid the earth be bright again, 
lien we praise 
Thy fair rays, 
Warming quick each hill and plain. 

Now the birds; a hkjipy thro^. 
Warble swcJet' their early song ; 
Every thing i* fSir and' bright^ 
Nature srtiiHng with delight'; 

Welcome, Spring, and birds once more, 
Let your singing 
Still be ringing. 
Now the cold of Wintei^s o'er. 

Welcome, Spring, dfefightful hours, 
Welcomfe, birds,^ sttid leavers mdt rfo^ers — 
Welcome to the ApHl^ riiiti. 
Waving fields of grovi^iilg gts&n ; 
Welcome, now, each verttal^ d!ay, 
Sun and shoW^fs, 
Leaves aiid flbwers ; 
Welcottie April, Welcome May ! 
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•Iliou dost genial ze|^yr& Itring ; 
So we bid thee welcome, Spring ; 
Blossom.now the «pple trees, 
And the hum of ^letive b oo s, i 
DaffiMdils and violets ahiQe, 
Then.the rose 
Sweetly grows, 
All these oflbrings,. Sprii^, are thine. 

So we wel<^«ie Spring ^igaiu, 
To the^g^en, hill and plain, 
To tbeffor^t, to each hona.9, 
To the. town and country .oom^ ! 

Birds shall poise on joyfiil wing, 
Glad and free, 
Fullof jglee, 
Jhw we j^in to weloo^e ^jpring. 

,PA5T II. 

'E^j^mfis, ^iipimer, Ij^Uy .trippjng, 
O'er each hill so gaily slipping, 
Grilding jBwaion. each leafy bower. 
Now witji aunshine, tlien with..i?fegwer ; 
Joy and plentynpw. ewtwine, 
Meadows glowing. 
Workmen :mowing, 
Cheerful with the Summer time. 
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Here comes Summer, joyous bounding. 
With its cheerful echoes sounding : 
Now each hill and vale is bright, 
Basking in the golden light — 
Beauty now fhlfils her part, 
Golden hours, 
Birds and flowers. 
Cheering on the human heart. 

See the Summer, gay and smiling, 
Hope awakening, fear beguiling — 
Fair and tranquil smiles each river. 
Flowing, winding onward ever ; 

Join these murmurs heart and voice, 
Cheerly singing, 
Echo ringing, 
Man with nature may rejoice. 

O, 'tis Summer, rich with blessing I 
Early fruits each board are pressing ; 
Farmers to their fields away, 
Active all the Summer's day — 
Cheerful, hopeful all along. 
Plowing, sowing, 
Reaping, mowing, 
Hearts arise in grateful song. 
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Lovely Summer ! harvests whit'ning, 
Showers descending with the lightning ; 
Thunders rolling fierce and loud, 
Sainbow painted on the cloud ; 

O, how wond'rous are his ways. 
Bending o'er us, 
Kind and glorious, 
Awake my heart in grateful praise I 

Welcome, Summer, warm and growing. 
Nature's richest gifts bestowing ; 
Now earth's fullest bounties given — 
Time of gratitude to heaven : 

So my heart shall gladly raise. 
Full and free, 
My God to Thee, 
Summer's song of heart-felt praise. 

PART in. 

This is Autumn, chilly hours, 
Breathing on the Summer flowers;, 
Soon her blighting footsteps roam, . 
Where the flowrets make their home ; 
Now the golden harvest past, 
Summer ending. 
Extremes blending. 
Beauty now is fading fast. 



CbAQgiiDig Autuiian ! birds away 
To more siwny climes .will stv^j ; 
Insect I tribes muftt 4!^!^e their ^fig^ 
For th^ir jOonq^ierQr is strong ; 

Still Tejoiee ye Mb^ toiflay, \ 

Let your ^lE^iig, " 

Still be dA^ngy 
Wbile 'tis suushine, still begay. 

: ChiHy Autumn ! As « king 
Tribes of %bl3ng mwi dot^ bring, 
So the Aaitunm oomes witii power, 
To desolate eadi leafy bower ; 

^ThrQjigh the yalley, o'^r the hill, 
Traceis leaving, 
Fetters weaving, 
.^trongito bind each broQk.iiiid rill. 

Autumn comes with/firosty mom, 
And the ripening,, ^pjd^n cpm ; 
Soon Q'er Nature we j]f)^y yIqw, 
Autyapji!s yariftd goi^geojis hue-^ 

Jhroi^. the leaves |bhere is .a mfint^f 
Frost and chill, 
With iron will, 
Ti*amp across th:e ti^perate zone. 
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Bounteous Autumn, glad to yield 
Treasures from each ample field — 
Bams well stored with ripened grain, 
Cheerful hopes of golden gain ; 
Nature still reveals her power, 
Through each vale, 
HQl and dale. 
Brightening each autumnal Jiour. 

C 

• r. 

This is Autumn-Hummer over, 
Beaity feding from the dover, 
Yet the trees yield glorious views,, 
Violet, gold and purple hues : 

Sing, O sing the Autumn song ! 

Fruits and treasures 

Yield their pleasures. 
Nature's chorus to prolong. 

FART IV. 

Here is Winter, bright and gay. 
Asking for an earnest lay — 
That the scenes of Winter time 
Be rehearsed in measured rhyme ; 
Onward thus each season glides, 



TBI BEABOlSfe, 

NoMT *tis snow, 
€%6eks aglow,. 

Hme of Bells and sleighs and rides. 
Note the Winter, earth is bright, 
Mantled in a robe of white — 
Bracing air, dear and coldy. 
Qtaidkenii^ pulse of young and old'; 
Now bring out the pleasure sleigh. 
Past or slow, 
EohQ,.hol 
Jingle go> the b^ai to-daj f 

This is Winter,, clear the way ! 
Banks of snow, O what are they ! 
Face the cold, it makes you strongs 
Still be dieerful with a song : 

Do not fear to wrap up warm* 
This cold day ; 
Then away,. 
Fearless of the driving storm. 

Here comes Winter with some tokei* 
Of each cheerful heart outspoken — 
Christmas with its merry gladness, 
New-Tear, with more hope than sadness ;^ 
Let the bells ring out their chime. 
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Heart asid V(»ce 
Again rejoicd^ 
Welcome still the Winter time ! 

Winter too brings cares and joys, 
Labor, study, books and toys ; 
Winter evenings, wliat a treasure ! 
Home, a scene of social pleasure ; 
Or, out in the moon's fair light, 
Horse and sleigh. 
Then away, 
Jingle go the bells to-night ! 

Think of Winter, norfbigei 
There are poor and needy ydt ; 
To die sorrowing stiU be kmd, 
Think of those by pain ooiilixied. 

Winter domes nsost btoftk mA drear 
To the needy — 
Help the needy ! 
Not forgob Ha&m with a teai?; 

Winter too, with^acred hours, 
Arms the soul with higher powers — 
lime for reading, time for thought. 
Hours with our improvement fraught ; 
Thus glides round each busy year — 
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Calm and storm, 
Cold or warm, 
And eternity is here. 



THE GOLDEN ORGAN. 

A GERMAN LSGEKD. 
I. 

floating on some transient sail, 
Comes this waif, a curious tale. 
Of a lovely smiling vale, 

Just two leagues from AlberssweUer ; 
Names recorded are so few, 
And of such a German hue. 
The muse will only bring to view 

Shaffbr, P&bssnitz and BBimoswsLLKBi^ 

ir. 
Dim in the historic alley, 
Legends keep a curious tally 
Of this pleasant, smiling valley — 

Telling of its gilding bright^ 
Of its thrifty, active people, 
Church with golden dome and steeple — 
Everything of costly measure, 
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Making much display of treasure, 

Glittering in the golden light. 

in. 
In this valley, fair and bright, 
Bright at mormng, bright at night, 
Bright from every point of sight, 

Lies the village of JEtMserihal; 
Once there stood a convent there, 
Where the monks were called to prayer— 
Whether good, or bad, or fair, 

Matters not in this rehearsal. 

TV. 

But through time's most sure decay, 
Church and convent yield their sway, 
Crumbling, passing &st away, 

Except the old orchestra ; 
There they had, in times of old, 
So the story still is told. 
Organ of the purest gold. 

Standing just above the vestry. 

V. 

There within the convent walls, 
Coming from their dusky halls, 

Oft the monks would meet together ; 
Then, united with their singing. 



Was the »weet and pleasant ringuog 
Of the GohDXs Obgan, bringing 
Fairy notes with music swelling, 
While the monks were daily telling — 
Always doting, of their treasure. 

Thus the story of their gold, 
Often heard, when often told. 
Spread among the rude and bold — 

plebeians resolved to get it ; 
Fierce ^ey rushed into the valley, 
With a strong, determined rally- 
All were heroes in the sally ; 
But the monks, to save their treasure. 
Had recourse to artful measure— 
Took their Organ from its standing, 
Drew it down beyond the landing, 

Deep in marsh they sunk and hid it* 

vn. 
But their efforts all were vain ; 
Many of the monksTwere slain, 

Others were compelled to ily-r— 
To geek in other lands a home. 
Or, lone and wide apart, to roan), 



Beyond the view of coxLveat dome— < 
F«r m strange lands to die. 

vin. 
Then the convent, with decay. 
Falling, erombling, 'pasaed away : 
But the dwellers Hiere to-day, 

Tell, with very earnest grace, 
That the Organ still is there, 
Buried in the marsh, somewhere- 
Hid away, with wond'rous care, 

Thoi^h they cannot find tl^ jpUoo. 

IX, 

Yet the spirits of the air. 
Always patient watohers tdi^re. 
Keep the place with aseaious care^ 

We hear tradition teUing; 
Once in seven years they take 
<SrOLDEK Oroak from the brake. 
Just for earthly mortal's sake- 
Sweetest music they awake, 

Adown the valley swelling. 

x. 

First the notes are soft and sweety 
As angel music, most complete, 
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Thrilling through that fair refereat, 
Never heard except at night : 

Nothing earthly can compare, 

Withjseptennial music there ; 

Snreet as that which seraphs share. 

Sweet as that whidi angels bear 

Through the world of fairer light. 

XI. 

Then the strains will louder grow> 
Deeper, wider in their flow, 
Swdling through the vale below, 

Like aame thnUing martial blast ; 
Then again it dies away^ 
Into soft and plaintive play ; 
Softer still, and sweeter floating, 
To each listener denoting 

That the magic hour has passed. 

zn. 
Now the people of that vale 
Still relate the curious tale — 
Tell it when they ride or sail, 
Tell it when they drink their ale,. 
Tell it wand'ring o'er some mountain. 
Tell it resting by aome fountain. 

Tell it in their songs of glee : 
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Though the music thus they hear. 
Low and loud, or soft aud clears- 
Thottgh thej watch each magic nigiit^ 
Starry, cloudy, or mooa-Jight, 

None can yet the players see. 

xni. 
How it iff they lift the gold, 
Who the organist, so bold, 
Man or angel, young or old. 

Favored swain, or ardent lorer,— 
Who shall be the lucky wight. 
That shall hit exactly right, 
On some future &vored night. 
While the mythic form is staying, 
Sketch the artist at bis playing. 
Seize the Organ, while it's swaying— 

Now the Muse cannot discover ! 



9PIEIT VOICES. 



Listen ! hear those spirit voices, 

From the world of light and love ; 
Hear each pure and earnest whisper * 
From above, 
Tender, gentle as the dove. 
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Think not spirits come with " rapping," 

Rapping, tapping on a stand ; 
There are voices, predous voices, 
From that land — 
Nature's voices, sweet and grand. 

From the brightest things wa hear them, 

Daily, kindly — ^far and near ; 
And they speak in symbol clearly 
To us here — 
Cheering all our life's career. 

Oft to me a voice is speaking 

From yon sparkling evening star ; 
Voices come, in all that's lovely. 
From afar — 
Not with tapping, rapping jar. 

Oft I fancy precious voices. 

Coming in the rays of light ; 
Both the sun-light and the star-light — 
Day and night — 
Bringing, always, heart-delight. 

There are voices, and I hear them, 
In the murmurs of the trees. 
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When the leaves are gently moving 
With the breeze ; 
Dear and pleasant voioes these. 

Every plant, and every flower, 
Has a pleasing voice for me, 
From some dear, heart-treasured spirit, 
Pure and free, 
Whispering of eternity. 

And the rainbow, brightly painting 
Earth's grand outline, far away. 
With the sweetest voice of mercy. 
Seems to say — '*"' 
God remembers earth to-day. 

And I hear dear voices ringing 
In the rippling, leaping rill, 
Telling of a joyful bounding, 
Onward still, 
Till it shall its mission fill. 

Let those voices still be speaking 

Through the beautiful to-day, 
Telling of the bright hereafter. 
Far away. 
Where the beautiful shall stay. 
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But away with modem teaching — 

Table turning, curious ** rapping;" 
Only wizards would be dod^g, 
Knocking, tapping. 
As if waking mortals napping. 



"I SEND THE FIRST FLOWER OF SPRING TO 
MY FRIEND.'^ 

I send a fiowar to my dear in&Bif 

The first that bloomed In spring ; 
O, may ilt'e tinted bnghtness be 
A source of pleasing thought to thee. 
And pleasant memories bring. 

Go, little flower, with cheering ray. 

And bid his heart be strong : 
Go, as a messenger most kind. 
And in thy brightness may he find 

A theme of pleasant song. 

Go, little gem, and fhwi my friend 

Chase every ray of sadness ; . 
And then, perhaps, his thoughts will roam, 
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Back to my " quiet valley home," 
Awaking real gladness. 

I do not send a gorgeous flower, 

But delicate and plain ; 
Yet go, and may thy fr^ranoe pure 
A long confiding heart assure 

That trust shall not be vain. 

Thy crimson hues and fragrance are 

The first of springes bright morning ; 
And may you go, an emblem bright 
Of coming May, with sweet delight, 
And summer's fair adorning. 

There is a '^language" in my flower 

His heart may uoderst^d ; 
O, miky it be his spirit's dower 
Through all the c^nge^ of life's hour, 

And in the spirit-land. 

And may thy loveBscss awake 

A thought of heaven's briglil day^ 
Where sweet ambrosial flowers shall bloom, 
And love's delight not find a tomb, 
Anjd Spring forever stay. 
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GONE BEYOND. 

< 

I 

DXDIOATXD TO THE MiaCORT OF RBV. CHARLES A. ROB. \ 



Gone beyond the ** shaded River," 

Where celestial brightness reigns-^ 
Grone where death-like shadows never 

Fall upon tbe heavenly plains ; 
Passed the glowing " walls of Jasper " — 

Through the glittering " Pearly Gates," 
In the world of the hereafter, 

Where no sin — ^no fear awaits : 
There, in heaven's eternal reign. 
There my Brother lives again. 

Go^e beyond life's painful wasting, 
Where earth conflicts do not come ; 

Gone where none are ever tasting 
Earthly sorrows, no not one ; 

Gone my Brother from thy calling — 
Calling men to Jesus' love, 
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Gone where shadows are not falling — 
Grone to live with God above : 
There, where life knows no decay. 
There my Brother lives to-day. 

Gone beyond the fear of parting, 

Which so often comes below ; 
Gone where tears are never starting — 

Starting at the sight of woo- 
Where no angry billow dashes 

On a trembling, earthly shore. 
Where unfading beauty flashes, 

And earth-sighing comes no more : 
There, from pain and sorrow passed. 
There my Brother lives at last. 

Where the " stream of Life" is flowing, — 

Flowing on in sparkling light. 
Where ambrosial trees are growing, 

Clothed with heavenly verdure bright— 
Where the God of Christians reigneth. 

And reveals his highest love — 
Where the ransomed spirit gaineth 

Visions of the joys above : 
There, in infinite delight. 
There my Brother lives in light. 
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Where the angel-choir are singing — 

Singing with eternal joj ; 
Where seraphic anthtms ringing. 

Tell of bliss without alloy ', 
Where earth-love, with purer unioUi 

Shall awake to higher bliss, 
And in purer, sweet communion. 

Shall look back to love in this — 
There, in love's eternal reign, 
There my Brother lives again. 



THE SON'S ADIEU TO HIS FATHER. 

DSDIOATBD TO AUSTIN ROE, ESQ. 

Father, come and sit beside me, { 

Take mj feeble band awhile, 
Let me tell you, all is peaceful, 

And that sweetly angels smile ; 
Jesus calls me, precious calling, 

Living glories are in view. 
And the only seeming shadow. 

Is the parting now with you. 
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Other Mends are kind and precious. 

Mother, Brothers, Sisters dear, 
And may heaven reward and bless them. 

For their love and kindness here ; 
Long has been mj pain and trial. 

Still their love and patience true. 
Now the only earth-like shadow. 

Is to bid these friends adieu. 

Though you see that I am dying — 

Dying ere life's bright noonday. 
If the Saviour only willed it, 

For your sake, I'd longer stay ; 
He is calling by his angels, 

O, how bright and clear the view. 
They are just beyond the River — 

Father, let me say adieu. 

I would willing, gladly tarry — 

Tarry here to cheer your days, , 
But another voice is calling — 

God directeth all our ways ; 
I shall only go before you 

To that precious, sainted rest ; 
When the earthly strife is over. 

Father, meet me with the blest. 
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There are mansions, and I see them. 

Opening brightly to my sight. 
Now the gold&a streets are nearing. 

And the Qty, crowned with li^^t; 
in the brightness now before me, 

Angel glories are in view. 
And the deepest earth-Iike shadow. 

Father, is to part firom you. 

Father, watch and pray still longer^ 

Faithful guide your household home, 
Through abundant grace and mercy. 

May not one be left to roam ; 
Tell each Brother and each Sister^ 

I'll await them in that land. 
There, O there, may all be gathered^ 

A redeemed and lovii^ band. 

There, benevolence expanding, 

Bpirit action shall increase — 
There, celestial genius growing. 

Shall enlarge the flow of peace ; 
Brighter views and brighter visions^ 

Shall awaken in that sphere. 
And stupendous plans and efiR>rts 

There shall have a bright career^ 
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All our senses there shall quicken, 

All affection there expand ; 
All the joy of heart entwining 

Shall be purer in that land ; 
Every beauty there is brighter — 

Every sentiment is true. 
And the only pang of dying 

Father, is to part from you. 



SONNET— THE CLOUDS. 

The clouds sublime, in myriad forms are seen. 

Floating along the vast serial dome- 
Forming at times a curious sun-ray screen, 

Casting kind shadows o'er our earthly home : 
Sometimes they float in masses dense and dark — 

Sometimes they rise in strange fantastic piles. 
Again they scud like hurrying ocean bark, 

And now an army's throng in vast defiles ; 
Again vast tinseled mountains rise and tower. 

Like Alps on Alps, or Chimborazo high, 
Now, with elastic gleams they nearer lower — 

Now onward rush along the darkened sky : 
But brightest far are clouds when sun's declining 
Gives each a golden fringe and silver lining. 
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TO MY MOTHER 

Home is dear and pleasant, Mother, 
Life's surroundings very fidr. 

Gratitude my heart is swelling 
For such care, 
Love and kindness everywhere. 

Few can tell of earth-life sweeter, 
Or of friendship's brighter sway, 

Where the purest home-scenes cluster 
Bound their way. 
Blooming, bright'ning day by day. 

But I hear the angel whispers, 
From the world of love and light. 

Telling of the spirit's mission 
Pure and bright. 
In a realm of sweet delight. 

Earth-like forms are there, dear Mother, 
(I can scarcely tell you how,) 
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Wearing crowns of heavenly brightness 
On each brow, 
Pure and holy, sainted now. 

I will go and meet them, Mother, 

Sing the anthems that they sing, 
In the world where Jesus reigneth, 
God and King, 

And no fear of death's keen sting. 

You will follow, all will follow — 

I shall not return to you ; 

There, no pure affections blighted — 

No adieu. 
There forever, all is true. 

Now the Saviour sweetly calls me, 

Soon before him I shall stand. 
There to wait the joyful coming 
To that land, 

Of oucJoving household band. 

There again we'll be united 

In affection's purest glow ; 
There from fountains never &iling, 
Love shall flow. 

Purer, sweeter than below. 



NATtms'S MUSIC. 

That will be a happy union — 
Love's unbroken, bright career ; 

No ^reweBs of love are spoken 
In that sphere, 
There no sorrow, pain nor tear* 



NATURE'S MUSIC. 

There is Music, pleasant Music, 

In each earthly changing scene. 
Where the choristers of Nature 

Play with sweet and joyful mein;. 
In the woods are heard low anthems — 

O ! how wild, «tnd pure, akid sWeet ; 
Like the minstrelsy of angels. 

From some sacred, wild retreat ; 
And the ringing comes with fgkdikess 

To each pure and trusting heart, 
While we think of Music yonder, 

Where the sweeter notes shall stavt. 

There is Music, gentle Music, 
In the coming of the rain. 
As it falls, in rapid murmurs, 
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Ot is pattiog on the pane ; 
And we love the merry edbo 

Of its myriad music-voice, 
Aod the murmurs, and the freshness 

Bid the trusting heart rejoice ; 
For we know the hand that sent them 

Is a Father's hand of love ; 
And we hope to sing an anthemf 

To His praise m worlds above. 

There is Musio, joyful Musie^ 

In the song of birds, most sweet, 
And they pour their notes of ^adnes» 

From some airy-like retreat ; 
And we listen to their singing. 

With full gratitude to heaven,. 
That notes] so iyll of melody 

To earthly life are given,. 
While their glad and joyful ringing, 

From each bill-^de, plain imd tree,, 
Fills the universe with Musie,. 

Like a song, O God, to Thee. 

There is Music, lively Musie, 
In the insects? myriad songsr. 
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And their note of summer gladness, 

Still to Nature's joy belongs. 
Well I love those soothing murmurs, 

As the twilight fades away, 
And we sink in quiet slumbers, 

While the insect minstrels play ; 
And each note of joyful ringing. 

And each strain of Nature's lays, 
Shall awaken in my spirit 

Songs of pure and grateful praise. 

There is Music, merry Music, 

In each child-like prattling voice. 
And each tone of early gladness 

Bids my grateful heart rejoice ; ' 
And I lifl the heart of praying 

That no blight may ever Ml 
On the young and hopeful spirit — 

Though the years are changing all ; 
And the purest, sweetest Music 

Flows from humble Christian's prayer. 
While we know, jfrom precious promise. 

That our Father listens there. 

There is Music, precious Music, 
In the earth, the sky and air, 
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And the universe awaketb 

Joyl^ Music every wbOTe. 
From the spheres is heard low aooentSy 

Floating sweetly up to Grod, 
While the thunders swell their echoes. 

At the great Creator's nod; 
And low singing still is swelling 

From the plaintive firs and pines. 
Till the mdody of Nature 

Each true, trusting heart refines. 

There is Music, sweetest Music, 

In the world of heavenly lights 
Where pure spirits mingle ever 

In the fulbiess of delight: 
O, be patient, long-tried spirit, 

For we'll hear those notes ere long. 
And, with golden harps of seraphs, 

Join the happy, singing throng. 
Then let joyfiil notes be swelling — 

Sing some grateful, heart-felt lay. 
Till you strike the sweetest Music, 

In the world of endless day. 
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TO THUS HAVE LIVED., 

DEDIOATED TO THE MEMOBY OF MRS. C. A. 8.. 

A precious boon t» thus have lived — 

To thus have held the gospel light, 
To thus have trod the heavenly way, 

And thus have fought the christian fight — 
To so have stood before the world; 

As patient waiting death to come, 
And thus to fall when nature fails. 

With all the christian armor on. 

A precious l)oon to thus have lived. 

With hope that gives the soul delight. 
To have the heavenly world in view. 

And all the christian armor bright ; 
To thus have found the "goodly pearl" — 

The " treasure " of pure matchless worthy 
To triumph thus o'er sin and death, 

And so show forth the heavenly birth. 
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To thus have lived ! — ^What earthly crown 

With half such sacred luster glows ! 
From such a life and such a death, 

The purest, highest influence flows ; 
The gospel scheme of love to earth. 

By such a life is honored well, 
And by such triumphs here, we learn 

That God doth with his people dwell. 

To thus have lived — ^to thus have died — 

To thus have conquered earth's last foe, 
With passion and distrust and pride, 

All, all before the cross laid low — 
And so to live and die in peace, 

And so set forth the Saviour's love. 
While faith beholds beyond the tomb, 

A home, a rest, a crown above. 

This, this is life, although the years 

We number on the earth are brief; 
And such a life and such a death. 

Abates the poignancy of grief. 
May our example be as pure, — 

Our faith and confidence as true. 
And may our final end be calm. 

With Christ and heavenly rest in view. 
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CARRIE; OR, THE SWEET SINGER. 

She swept her lyre with wond'rous skill. 

For one so young, so frail and fair, 
And every note awoke a thrill 

In those who heard the echoes there ; 
She seemed to have an iliward light, 

That gave a halo to the soul, 
And thought, with scintillations bright, 

Prodaiitied emotion's high control. 

Bright '^ GuABDiAK Akgels " seemed to be 

Familiar to her quickened view. 
And with themranging pure and free^ 

She told of their devotion true ; 
The Muse enlarged her very soul, 

With views of beauty, chaste and mild, 
And, yielding to ihe sweet control, 

She sung like Nature's earnest child. 

She gathered brilliants all along 

Life's footsteps, in the morning light. 
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And set them in delightful song, 

Or wove them into sonnets bright : 
The lake, the hills, the woods and JBowera, 

Had beauties for her heart each day^, 
And she would cull from nature's bowera^ 

Their sweetneas for her pleasant lay. 

The brooklet dashing bj her feet, 

And willow dipping in its spray — 
Each bird that sung in her retreat, 

And every gem along her way, 
Became bright objects to her mind. 

Wrought by imagination strong, 
And by her genius well designed 

To deck the beauty of her song. 

In Indian life and thought, she found 

A theme for some melodious strain — 
The wild, wild path, and burial mound. 

Were noted on the warriors' plain ; 
The passions of the "red man's" life— 

The triumph of some warlike band — 
Their love, and hate's untiring strife, 

Were painted by her glowing hand. 

And not alone of life she dreamed. 
She had a lovdiy " Dbxav of Dxatb," 
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Where all the deep emotions seemed 
, The record of some loving breath ; 
EartVs changes, with its hopes and fears, 

Were painted in that stirring dream, 
Down through the vista of the years. 

Her pencil drew life's winding stream. 

Thus everywhere, she sung and thought. 

Beyond the promise of her years. 
And showed how truly nature wrought, 

Through painful suffering and tears. 
But she has gone, her harp is still. 

No more she'll sweep the earthly lyre. 
For, God's high purpose to fulfil, 

She hastens to a mission higher. 



SONG FOR THE TIMES. 

Give me the man whose earnest heart 

To principle is ever true, 
One who from right would not depart. 

Although a crown were placed in view- 
A man whose principle avails. 

In every place, — ^wherever tried, — 
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One in whose soul the true prevails, 
Although the multitude deride. 

Give me the man that wavers not. 

With hope to catch the rabble votes. 
Nor filiates with drone or sot, 

Nor with the selfish current floats ; 
But who, with manliness of soul, 

Opposes evil — censures wrong, — 
Whose influence is a high control — 

To such the smiles of God belong. 

Give me the man that never bends 

A moment from the line of right ; 
Who never with the halting blends, 

But stands up firm, with manly might, — 
A man that loves an upr^ht way, 

Although that way be tried by few, — 
One who from justice would not sway. 

For coronet of brightest hue. 

Grive me the man whose high intent, 

Is fixed to do what good he can — 
Whose energies are wisely bent. 

To carry out each useful plan, — 
A man who never skulks and hides 

When principles are brought in sight ; 
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But firm, and trae, and strong, abides^ 
And manfuUj defends the right. 

] would indeed the world had hosts 

Of men like these, a noble dower, 
Torever ftithfal at theSr posts, 

Unflindm^ in each trial hoar, — 
Undaunted by each m^ace strong — 

Unmoyed by eensure or applause. 
But ever firm against all wrong. 

The champions of each noble cause. 



**OVER THE HILI^TOP IS THE END OF THE 
SKY.'» 

In childhood's bright honrs, so mirthfiii and gay, 
I rememb^ they told me, one day while at play, 
lliat over the hill-top, with its shadowy firown. 
The sky, in its glory, was just bending down — 
That all the bright things that the heavens gave birth. 
Just over the hill-top, there all met the earth. 

Ilien qui<Ady I ran, wH^ th^ vigor of youth, 

To see the bright things-r-fcnr firiends tell the truth; 
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This hill was quick mounted, but then, quite perplexed, 
I saw that the sky still come down o'er the next ; 
My heart was still hopeful — ^'twas not very fiur; 
Once there, I may handle that bright little star! 

The next hill was mounted ; but what shall I say ? 
The sky and the star were still far away ; 
Andwhen the third time I had climbed o'er the hill. 
The sky and its brightness were far away still ; 
So I gave up the climbing, and returned, rather shy 
Of those who would ask me about the bright sky. 

But the lesson, thus learned, has never been lost, 
So I grudge not the climbing and wearisome cost : 
Others are toiling, like the innocent boy, 
To grasp some bright object — some unreal joy ; 
The world are pursuing their bright phantoms still, 
But get disappointed at the top of the hill. 

'I've seen men pursuing the garland of fiune, 
Climbing up the steep hill to carve high their name ; 
One summit attained, yet another rose high, 
And painted its outline along the bright sky ; 
So they struggle and toil through each weary day. 
To find the bright Temple is still far away. 
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!'▼• Men men pursuiiig the glitter of gold 
In att tbe brisk marts of wealth, bought and sold ; 
Now «ttMxkgy now grasping, now eager to see 
The brightness and glory of wealth's proud decree ; 
But somehow it happens, very much like a dream^ 
That the prizes are all in the next golden sdieme* 

And so I've seen statesmen, forgetting themselves 

In stm^les with cunning political elves — 

That is^ if we judge them by words that they speak — 

'Tis only their country's best good that they seek ; 

But oft, in life's changes, they, too, realize 

That honors deceived them, like hill-tops and skies. 

So we see that bright phantoms, with promises gay, 

Are dancing before us^ like fairies at play ; 

Alluring us over some valley or hill. 

But seldom, quite seldom^ a promise fulfil ; 

Oft tellling of honors and beauties that lie 

Just over some hill«top, at the end of the sky. 
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^TIS SWEET TO SUFFER WHEN CHRIST 

• NEAR.] 

Few the days that are all sunnshkie, 

Clouds arise and shadows fall; 
Everywhere the darkness cometh — 

Light and shade belong to all : 
So with life — ^how few that find not 

Shadows oft along the way ; 
Trials meet the high and honored — 

Often with the lowly stay : 
But, through all the shade and trial, 

Faith in God removes each fear: 
Then 'tis sweet— yes, sweet to suffer, 

For we know that Christ is near. 

Few the paths that have no danger. 
Caves and pit-fidls, here and there ; 

Or, to-day we may be breathing 
Poison from the very air : 

Turn to where the earth is brightest ; 
Search, then, for some calm retreat>— 
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There, in that bright vision resting, 
Pfdn and sorrow you may meet : 

But, to every lowly spirit, • 
Jesus whispers — "dry each tear:" 

Then 'tis sweet — ^yes, sweet to suffer, 
For they know that Christ is near. 

Few the homes that know no sorrow—* 

Few unbroken circles here ; 
Few the joys that meet no blighting 

Through a single fleeting year ; 
Few the hearts that know no sadness 

In this changing world of ours ; 
Hopes must yield to disappointment. 

Chilling oft life's fairest flowers ; 
But the Christian hears a whisper — . 

" I am with you, do not fear : " 
Then ' tis sweet — yes, sweet to suffer. 

For he knows that Christ is near. 

But how saddening, and how cheerless^ 
While the earthly hopes are riven. 

Still to pass each painful conflict 
Without sympathy from heaven ! 

Oh ! I turn to Thee, my Father, — 
Turn my heart and eyes above 5 
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Grateful that, in each fierce trial, 
I may know that " God is Love :" 

Let me hear the cheering promise — 
" I am with you — do not fear : " 

Then ' tis sweet — ^yes . sweet to suffer, 
Ibr I know that Christ is near. 



SONNET— HOME. 



How rich the blessings of a peaceful Home, 

Where friendship lives and confidence will stay — 
Where trusting hearts feel no desire to roam, 

And all strew gladness round each other's way ! 
Then, when the deep'ning shadows gather round. 

There is a joyous light in every heart. 
There, sweet contentment reigns — ^there joys abound — 

There, into life the finest feelings start : 
Then, O, bring love unto the altar, there, 

Let all the offerings of the soul be pure^ 
Then cheerfulness shall lighten every care, 

And Home delights shall every sorrow cure : 
O, what a treasure is a peaceful Home^ 
Where trusting hearts feel no desire to roam I 
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JUST BEYOND THE RIVER, 

There is a rest, most sweet, 

For all the good and pure — 
A precious rest for those 

Who fiuthful, long endure; 
There peace and joy abound — 

There anguish enters never : 
That rest is not found here— 

'Ti* just beyond the river ! 

There is a crown of joy 

For every child of love ; 
It sparkles with the light 

Of brighter worlds above ; 
The &ithful and the good 

Shall wear that crown forever : 
Cheer on, each long tried soul, 

'Tis yours, beyond the river. 



JUST BETOHD THE RIYXRv 

There is a union^ dear, 

For all congenial hearts, 
Pleasant, serene and sweet, 

Where sorrow never starts ^ 
Those thus umted there, 

Are separated never : 
That union is not here, 

'Tis just beyond the river. 

There is a " City," where 

No night shall ever come — 
So bright it needeth not 

The shining of the sun ; 
And those admitted there 

Go no more out forever : 
That " City*^ is not here, 

'Us just beyond the river. 

Dear friends shall meet again. 

And share each sweetest joy. 
Where every heart is pure; 

And free from earth's alloy ; 
And those who share that blis% 

Shall then be parted never : 
That meeting is not here^ 

'Tis just beyond the river. 
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There is a home, thank Grod ! 

Where every child is free ; 
No bonds, no chains, no cords, 

No whips, no slavery ! 
There, for freedom's boon, 

Each heart shall bless the Giver — 
That home is now not here, 

'Tis just beyond the river ' 



THERE IS BEAUTY IN THE COUNTRY. 

There is Beauty in the Country ! 

Of the Country let me sing. 
With its beds of brilli&nt flowers. 

And gay birds upon the wing — 
When the trees put on their glory. 

And array themselves in greeti — 
When the woodlands ring with singing, 

And the clover leaves are seen — 
When the orchards are in blossom. 

And the lilacs crowned with blue ; 
Oh ! I love the blooming Country, 

When the flowers are sweet and new. 
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There is beauty in the Country, 
When the Spring has crossed the vale, 
And &ir wreaths of flowers and garlands 

Leave their breath upon the gde — 
When the Summer, crowned with brightness, 

Leaves her treasures on the plain, 
And the waving golden harvests 

Wake our gratitude again— 
When the Autumn, sear and yellow, 

Comes with chilly, frosty mom, 
And brisk, busy hands at husking. 

Pile the bright and yellow com. 

There is beauty in the Country, 

When the skies are bright above, 
And ten thousand beauties tell us 

That the world is ruled by love ; 
Even Winter, with its mantle 

Of the purest brilliant white. 
Is a crown of crystal glory. 

And a season of delight. 
Yes, I love the glorious Country, 

For there's living brightness there. 
With its sunshine, trees and blooming — 

With its beauty everywhere. 
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There is beauty in the Country ! 

Every leaf and every flower, 
Is a constant living wonder — 

Is a miracle of power ; 
Every tree with grand proportions — 

Every happy singing bird — 
Every bramble ^y the way-side — 

The contented grazing herd : 
These are tokens of His goodness, 

Bright unfoldings of His might ; 
So I love the glorious Country, 

With its scenes of pure delights 

There is beauty ki the Country, 

There b health and vigor there, 
There, is purity of feeling — 

There, is less of gilded care ; 
For the purest social pleasures. 

There is full and ample means — 
There is pure and sweet contentment, 

In the midst of rural scenes — 
There is more to cheer and gladden, 

There is less to mar and Wght-^ 
Oh, I love the glorious Country, 

With its scenes of pure delight. 
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THE FOREST. 

No trace of gilded art is here, 

No forms by fancy wove, 
No tinselled pencilings are found. 

Within the leafy grove ; 
It is a bower of vast design — 

A labyrinth most grand — 
A Temple with majestic arch, 

Well wrought by Nature's hand. 

What wond'rous columns, vast and firm, 

Arise towards the sky, 
Their arms entwining in a roof, 

That sun-rays may defy ; 
Nor need my search be long or far, 

An altar here to find ; 
Jehovah stamps on every leaf, 
- Communion with the mind. 

Here every bough, or glimmering leaf, 
Speaks of the Maker's might, 
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While songs of birds and insects' hum 

Bespeak their pure delight ; 
It is Jehovah's Temple grand — 

The inner court divine, 
Where His. majestic presence glows, 

In symbol vast, sublime. 

Then Nature's breath came through the grove, 

And swept the leafy lyre. 
Till anthems, pure and sweet, arose 

From out the Forest choir ; 
A thousand joyful birds awoke, 

From orchestra unseen. 
Their songs of happy, joyful praise, 

To Him who ruled the scene. 



MUSIC AMONG THE PINES. 

O, sure 'tis not mere sighing, 
We hear upon the breeze. 

But Nature's minstrels plying 
Their art among the Trees, 

And always sweetly trying. 
Each listener to please. 
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To me there's sweet, sweet singing, 

Among the Pines each day. 
And I love the pleasant ringing, 

Whenever near I stay, 
Like seraph voices, bringing, 

Sweet answers while I pray. 

Air-minstrels there are chanting. 

Their softest notes of song, 
As the sun-rays grow more slanting 

Through every leaf and throng. 
Or, fairies sweet descanting. 

As comes the breeze more strong. 

There's music in the warbling 

Of birds from other climes ; — 
To some, sweet notes are swelling 

From merry clink. of dimes ; — 
But more my heart finds soothing. 

From music of the Pines. 

So let me ofl be strolling, 

Among the Pines most grand, 
Where softest notes are rolling. 

Like strains from seraph land, — 
With their sweet notes controlling, 

Music of Nature's band. 
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CHILD LIFE. 

On my ear there fell a murmur, 

Like some cherished music sweety 
And I listened, listened calmly, 

In that quiet lone retreat ; 
Twas like some sweet angel whisper. 

Thrilling through that flowery wild, 
'Twas the purest heart uprising — 

'Twas the praying of a child. 

Then. I heard a merry echo. 

From a spirit on the green^ 
And I listened, listened gladly. 

For my hiding was not seen ; 
'Twas a thrill of joyous gladness 

From a heart not yet defiled, 
'Twas a cheerful heart outgushing* — 

'Twas a merry-making Child. 

Then there came a joyous ringing,. 
Like the carol of a bird, 



CHILD LIFE. IW 

And I listened, stepping lightly, 

So my foot-fall was not heard ; 
Twas a spirit blithe and joyful^— 

Happy as the evening mild, 
*Twas the truest joy of nature — 

'Twas the laughing of a Child. 

Then I heard a plaintive murmur. 

And a mingled note of grief^ 
'Twas the gushing of a fountain, 

Yet its flowing was not brief — 
TVas the sadness of a spirit 

That had seemed so calm and mild; 
Twa* the hiding of a- sunbeam — 

*Twas the weeping of a Child. 

Then there came a hurried shadow — 

Then the bursting of a shower — 
Then the gleaming of the morning — 

Then the blooming of a flower — 
'Twas. the fading of a star-ray, 

Into morning bright and mild, 
'Twas the glimmer of a sun-ray — 

Twras the dying of a Child. 
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CANDOR. 

Cakdob, — noble Christian virtue, 

Come, and largely share my heait, 
Ever deck its noblest chamber. 

Form of ehristiJEUi life a part ', 
All thy ways are unaffected — 

All thy sentiments humane ; 
All thy manners truly courteous ; 

Ever cordial, always plain ; 
Here we trace a noble spirit 

That our confidence may win — 
How unlike the smiling aspect, 

Where suspicion lurks within ! 

Candor always makes allowance 
For the errors of a friend, 

Knowing that repeated failings 
With the noblest hearts may blend 

It is never led by passion, 
Or by blind credulity ; 
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All her plans are marked with prud^ce— 

Formed for true utility : 
Cakdor !— letlt be a watch wprd I 

Yield unto its pure control — 
Bind it as a sacred index 

For the fountain of the soul. 

Candor knows that none are faultless, 

But at vice rebuke is hurled ; 
All its acts are marked with justice. 

And large knowledge of the world. 
Bad reports and dark suggestions^ 

Which the credulous relate, 
It will never give acceptance — 

Never wish to to circulate. 
Candor ! — ^let it be a watchword ! 

Bind its graces to the heart ; 
Joined with charity and patience^ 

Seems of nobleness a part. 

Candor never judges hasty — 

Credits motives that are best — 
Censures with the utmost kindness 

That forbearance can suggest ; 
Every thought is plain and cordial, 

Marked by purity of mind, 
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Free from envy and moroseness — 
Always just, yet always kind : 

O, thou noble, Christian virtue ! 
Come, Mid largely share my heart. 

Ever deck its noblest chambers — 
Form of Christian life a part. 



WHO SHALL SEE THY BLOOM? 

TO A YOUNG OBJrrURT PLANT. 

Curious plant, most wondrous creature! 

What a subject thou for thought !. 
How we penetrate the future. 

With thy bloom and beauty fraught ! 

Who shall see thee in thy glory ? 

Who behold thy blooming hour? 
Who shall tell the pleasant story. 

Of thy brilliant blooming bower !. 

Who shall count thy numerous flowers. 
Pointing out each tint and hue ? 

Who enjoy the favored hours. 
Of thy brightest, blooming view? 
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Patriots, rulers of the nation — 

Talents, hasten to the tomb- 
High and low of every station, 

Perish ere you dei^ to bloom. 

All earth's myriads— every mortal, 

Maid and matron, perish each ! ' 
All shall pass the death-like portal 

Ere your blooming hour you reach. 

But among ambrosial flowers. 

Time and centuries may roll, 
Still in youth's immortal bowers 

Beauty shall impress the soul. 



TO A ROSE-BUD. 

To-day a merry-hearted girl 

Sent me a flower, a lovely flower — 

A little, fragrant, leafy curl, 

From beauty's ever varied bower : — 

The last of Autumn's rosy hues ; 

A bud of beauty — ^lovely tints, 

And spreading out bright, lovely views. 

Ere frosts shall mar with stem foot-prints. 
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O, may the glad and merry heart 
That sent thee to my sufiering room, 
Delight in beauty — share a part 
In fairer gems, beyond the tomb. 

Perhaps within her feir new book, 
She'll find my tamest humble lay — 
Some simple thoughts, in humble nook, 
But still the warm response to-day. 

For, O, my heart still loves to sing 
Of ilowers— each tinted bud and leaf — 
While sweet harmonious numbers bring 
The purest antidote for grief. 



OVER THE WIDE, WIDE RIVER. 

DEDICATED TO MR. AND MRS. DR. MERRIMAXT. 

Over the River, the wide, wide River, 
Came the boat with muffled oar — 

Came to gather earth's bright flowers 
* For the other brighter shore : 

In our household we had cherished 
Lovely flow'ret, pure and feir, 
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And the messeoger selected 

This, to be transplanted there : 
Tears and sighing would o'ertake us. 

As we felt the severed ties ; 
But we kuew the plan of heavem 

Was the best ^ was good and wii«. 

Over the Eiver, the lone dark Rivei:, 

Came the messenger once more> 
And he bore another flow'ret 

To the other shining shore : 
We could not discenj the brightness, 

For earth-mists were on our eyes, 
But our Father's Word assured us 

That beyond were heavenly skiegh — 
That the genis our love had cherished, 

Were transplanted, pure and bright, 
In delightful gardens yonder — 

In the glow of heavenly light. 

Over the River, the mystic River, 
Thus our dear heart-gems now glow. 

There to bloom and brighten ever. 
Where eternal pleasures flow ; 

There are mansions, fairer, purer — 
No earth-chills in that bright home. 
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And we hear the. Saviour saying — 
" Let those morning flow'rets come :" 

So we only send our jewels, 
To a Home more sweet and feir, 

Over the River, the shaded River, 
To await our coming there. 

Over the River, the wide, wide River, 

We will join them all ere long — 
Join them in their joys undying — 

Join them in immortal song ; 
Join them in their sacred praises 

That «hall flow from seraph's lyre — 
Join them in celestial raptures, 

With the pure, angelic choir : 
So we'll find them — all our treasures, 

In a home inoriB sweet and fair. 
Over the River, over the River, 

They await oUr coming there. 
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THE LITTLE ONE'S FAREWELL. 

• I, 
I am going yonder, Mother, 

Angels beckon me away ! 
CJan you see their golden pinions ? — 

Hear thenx whisper, come to-day 1 
They are pretty angels, Mother, 

Angels of the little ones, 
And ihey look so bright imd sUning, 

Like so many little suns : 
See, they wave their wings so pretty, 

And they seem so sweet and kind! 
Let me go and see them. Mother, 

Do not weep so — ^never mind ! 
I will love you always, Mother, 

While I love -the ai^els too— 
Mother, there are larger angels; 

Sometime they will come for joui 

II. 
Mother, now I see another. 
Just as bright as bright tjan be ! 
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And He says so kind and sweetly, 

" Little children, come to me ;" 
O ! it is the Saviour, Mother, 

And his home is very bright ! 
Let the little angels bear me — 

Mother, let me go to-night ! 
Now I see so many children 

Up there in the IBaviour^s home. 
Let me go and meet them. Mother, 

And m wait there till you come r 
Tell dear Papa, not to weep so-r 

Tell him all I said to you, 
Tell him ^' Lottie '' said, the angels 

Sometime, Pa, will oome for ydu t 



SONNET— TO THE FLOWERS. 

Sweet, lovely Mowers \ Mr o^aments of earth I 

JIow bright they make these fleeting shadowy hours. 
Awaking gladness at their very birth — 

The crowning beauty of earth's tinted bowers ! 
Fair emblems bright of innocence and truth, 

Blooming on hill-side and in lovely vale 
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They scatter cheering in our path, forsooth. 

Or, smiling, bid the beautiful prevail. 
They love to bloom upon the prairie wide— 

They love the woodlands and the meadows fair — 
They love to glow along the brooklet's tide. 
And give their fragrance to the ambient air : 
They brighten every spot where'er man roams, 
But best they love to bloom around bur homes. 



SPRING IS COMING!— WINTER GOING! 

Spring is coming ! — ^Winter going ! 
Soon will be the time for sowing, 
Then the planting, — ^then the hoeing. 

Nature now a garland weaves. 
Buds are bursting into leaves, 
Swallows twittering at the eaves. 

Spring is coming! — ^water flowing. 
In the meadow grass is growing, - 
Full of promise for the mowing. 

Vales are smiling, earth is bright'ning. 
Showers descending with the lightning. 
Soon the harvests will be whitening. 
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On the streams see boatmen rowing, 
O'er the hills hear cattle lowing, ' 

Field and wood with beauty glowing. 

Robins now their homes are founding, 
Bluebird's well known note is sounding, 
And the sparrow's song resounding. 

Soon the lark sings full and strong. 
Then the linnet wakes her song, — 
Joyous birds, a happy throng. 

Spring is coming I — ^from their sleeping 
Violets timidly are peeping. 
Glad to give an early greeting. 

All around the blooming flowers. 
Smiling in their leafy bowers, 
Give their fragrance to the hours. 

Earth puts on her robes with care. 
Blooming, smiling, fresh and Mr ; 
Now there'a beauty every where. 
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ADIEU TO THi; BIRDS. 

Adieu, <$he«rful swallows, again must you go 
Where the tropics are blooming in unfading glow 1 
Then, then, as you leave us, permit me say-* 
Success to your journey — success all the way ;— 
Adieu, cheerful Swallows, adieu. 

Adieu, happy Robins, again must you fly, 
And seek in the south-land a more genial sky 1 
Agidn must you leave the dear tree-top and nest^ 
Where you sung all the Summer, with such joyftd zest? 
Adieu, happy Robins, adieu. 

Adieu, sprightly Blue-birds, and now must you turn 
From these hill-sides and pastures, the brake and the fern? 
Must you, too, be leaving our bright sunny home. 
Ere the winds and the storms of the equinox come ? 
Adieu, sprightly Blue-birds, adieu. 

Adieu, Bob-0'Lincoln, and too, must you 

Now turn from our meadows, and hear our adieu ! 

How much we shall miss thee . thou musical rover, 
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From all the old meadows, the daisies and doyer ! 
Adieu, Bob-O'Lincoln, adieu. 

Adieu, now, the Sparrows, and Wrens — ^must you all 
Forsake us so soon, at the coming of Fall ? 
O, must you away, at the very first chill, 
And leave us no bird-songs^ not one little trill ! 
Now Sparrows and Wrens, all adieu. 

But, 0, aU ye Birds, come back with the Spring ! 
Again round oUr homes, chirp, frolic and sing ! 
I may be gone, but others will stay. 
And welcome you back, with bright April and May : 
Adieu, all ye Birds— now adieu I 



WELCOME ARE THE BIRDS AGAIN. 

Hark ! I hear the merry ringing 
Of a joyful Blue-bird's singing ! 
This betokens Spring returning, 
And we know the Birds are coming ^ 
Welcome, every bright'ning hue 
That is decking earth anew : 
Most, among the glad'ning train^ 
Welcome are the Birds again. 
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Welcome^ sun-shine, bright and warm, 
Following the wintry storm ; 
Winter has its pleasures fair — 
Pleasing rides, and bracing air ; 
But we see them pass away, 
Nor would wish a longer stay : 
Now a song comes o'er the plain — 
Welcome are the Birds again. 

Welcome, all the festiye hours. 
And the genial April showers ; 
Welcome, murmurs of the rill — 
Blooming Rose, or Daffodil ; 
Welcome, humble Violet, too, 
Sparkling in the vernal due ; 
But, while all these beauties reign. 
Welcome are the Birds again. 

Yes, we welcome all the brightness. 
And the joyful, spring-like lightness ; 
Welcome, March, with brightening ray- 
Smiling April, lovely May — 
All the swelling buds and leaves — 
All the garlands Nature weaves : 
Most of all the joyful train. 
Welcome are the Birds again. 
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Yes, the brigl^t and genial Spriiig 
Pure and sweet delights shall bring-~ 
Bring a thousand precious joys*^ 
Bring ten thousand blooming toys : 
Now each little brook is swelling, 
And each sparkling fountain welling ; 
Coming with the cheerfid train, 
Welcome are the Birds agun. 

While we cherish every gem — 
Every spring-like diadem. 
While we see the brightness now. 
Glowing oa the vernal brow — 
While we see that God will bless 
Nature with His bright impress — 
Let our song's most grateM strain 
Welcome here tihe Birds again. 
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GOD'S BRIGHT WORLDS* 

God's Worlds are bright and lovely, 
And seem supremely grand ; 

They shine with his own glory, 
A sparkling, brilliant band-^-^ 

Proclaiming this one story, 
The work of J3is own hand. 

God's Worlds are pure and glowing, 
Lit up with His bright smile, 

Around their centers whirling. 
In grand, majestic style — 

Around their orbits moving 
In Infinite defile* 

God's Worlds revolve in beauty, 
Lit up with His own light, 

And faithful to their duty, 
Smile on our homes by night. 

Fulfilling purpose surely. 
In all their ceaseless flight* 
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How rast their annual (urouits. 

Through all their varied spheres, 
Bringing with faithful visits, 

The changes of the years. 
And seeming oft like spirits. 

Too pure and bright for tears. 



THE POOR MAN'S POETRY. 

'Tis not alone in gilded books. 

Nor yet in Andes' visions — # 

' Tis not alone in winding brooks, 

Nor Fairies' wild elysians — 
' Tis not in gilded, showy toys. 

Where pearls and diamonds shine— 
Nor does he find in Fashion's joys, 

His Poetry divine : 
' Tis not in tales or story wrought, 

Nor yet in honor's gory. 
But Nature to his heart has brought, 

A purer, higher glory. 

The Flowsrs, the fair and lovely Flowers. 
Have pathos pure for him, 
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They deck his changing, earthly hours, 

With beauties never dim : 
He meets them in his path each day — 

In wildwood or in plain — 
In all life's varied, checkered way. 

They come without a stain ; 
There, his imagination glows. 

Among earth's brightest things. 
And all his tender heart o'erflows 

With love, each Flowret brings. 

There's Flowbbs where'er the Poor are found ; 

They bloom in every clime, 
And bring the heart a joy profound, 

Outglowing poet's rhyme ; 
In every tint he sees displays 

Of beauty, wisdom, might. 
And where the golden sun-ray plays, 

He sees poetic light ; 
And then the glow of higher minds 

Comes flashing, from above. 
And in each tinted gem he finds, 

The Poetry of Love. 
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THE POOR MAN'S MUSia 

' Tis not the Organ's lofty swell. 

Nor the Piano's ring — 
^ Tis not the Lute with magic spell. 

Nor Cymbal's quivering stringy 
^ Tis not the notes that far resoimd, 

O'er fortune's costly walls, 
Nor yet those echoes, gay, profound, 

That float through kingly halls — 
'Tis not the melody that flows 

Where pearls and sapphires blaze — 
'Tis not where art with splendor glows. 

The Poor hear songs of praise. 

The Brans for him awake their lyres. 
With Music sweet and free ; 

He hears the songs of Natiure's choirs, 
From forest, field and tree; 

His orchestra now knows no bounds, 
' Tis everywhere complete — 
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For him pure melody resounds, 

From every rude retreat ; 
He loves their notes — ^*tis sorrow's cure, 

By happy minstrels given — 
He loves each song all sweet and pure, 
' As if it gushed from heaven. 



THE POOR MAN'S WEALTH. 

Some think the Poor no treasures find, 

In their unsought career. 
And deem the fickle goddess blind, 

In her allotments here ; 
Such think that glitter, pomp and show. 

Make up the joys of earth. 
Nor dream that there is found below, 

A gem of purer birth. 
' lis true that fortune's gilding glows, 

With promising decrees. 
But there are hearts who ne'er suppose 

That Wealth consists in these. 

In hope, and health, with sweet content — 
In beauties of the mind ; 
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In simplest gifts that heaven has sent. 

The Poor, may treasures find ; 
Affection, precious, sweet and pure. 

May into being start, 
And in their boundless worth secure, 

A fortune for the heart : 
Love's sacred fount comes to their aid 

With all its priceless freight — 
Treasures that should not, need not fade. 

With change of earthly fate. 

A conscience that enjoys sweet peace. 

Nor murmurs at the rod — 
A living faith, whose powers increase. 

With daily trust in God ; 
A little Home, that life refines. 

And where contentment dwells, 
True hearts, whose kindness brightly shines 

And selfishness repels ; 
Ah, such is Wealth, and God doth own 

The humble, trusting Poor, 
And in their happiness is shown, 

The way of sorrow's cure. 
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THE APRIL RAIN. 

The clouds arise, the sky is overspread, 

The brightness gone ; 
The earth seems now less fair, and overhead 

A storm drives on ; 
And now I hear the echo of its wheels 

Against the pane ; 
It is the merry tone and lively peals 

Of slanting rain. 

I miss the hum that yesterday was heard — 

Life's busy stir — 
The rattling wheels, the warbling of some bird 

In yonder fir ; 
The poplar bows its taU and graceful head 

Before the storm ; 
The birds have ceased their vernal song, and fled 

For shelter warm ; 
No joyous child about the yard is skipping, 

Heart-full of gladness ; 
The yellow pendants of the willow, dripping. 

Seem bowed in sadness. 
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And yet I love the merry, pleasant rattle 

Of April rain ; 
It tells of Spring, in tones of childhood prattle — 

Almost as plain ; 
It tells of leaves that soon shall deck the trees 

With garments green ; 
And then of blossoms, and of active bees ; 

Together seen; 
It tells of fruit, and then of waving fields 

Of golden grain ; 
And then of merry songs and glad appeals 

Across the plain ; 
It tells of brightness when the storin is over — 

0£ meadows fair, 
Where waves the bright and sweetly scented clover, 

'Mid summer air; 
And where -the lark shall be a joyful rover, 

Each scene to share. 

Then welcome, welcome are the April showers, 

So fresh and bright ; 
They bring to mind the coming of the flowers, 

Fair May's delight, 
And deck the earth in lovely, smiling bowers. 

Through Summer^s flight. 
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Yes, welcome, welcome is the April rain, 

Mildly flowing, 
Laden with beauty, wealth, and flowers again. 

Smiling, glowing ! 
Welcome to hill, and vale, and fertile |>lain, 

Brightness bestowing! 



**A MAN'S A MAN, FOR A' THAT." 

Misfortune may have set her mark 

On all the outward signs of life. 
And every aspect may seem dark. 

While firm we battle in earth's strife ; 
Dark mysteries of life may seem 

To hedge our way, on every side. 
And we may fear no pleasant dream 

Shall o'er our shaded vision glide — 
Still comes this thought, with high control, 
• To cheer us in each fierce combat — 
It is a consciousness of soul — 

^ A man's a man, for a' that." 
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We fnay be poor in earthly things, 

And doomed to labor long, severe, 
May know the pang affliction brings — 

The discipline of life's career : 
We strife to elevate mankind. 

And urge them to be pure and good ; 
Their heavy burdens would unbind — 

Our motives ofl misunderstood ; 
But yet the humble, trusting heart 

Triumphant meets the stem combat, 
And in this thought forgets the smart — 

" A man's a man, for a' that." 

One may be doomed to wear the chain 

Of slavery, far from native land, 
With all the evils in its train. 

Borne down by the oppressor's hand — 
The skin be dark, the features rough. 

The hands be calloused o'er with toil, 
The spirit meet with stern rebuff. 

And hope ofl meet repeated foil — 
But still there glows one ray divine. 

To cheer us through the drear combat — 
O, may it brighter, brighter shine — 

".4 marCs a nmn, for a' thatf^^ 
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COMING TO JESUS. 

To Thee I come, my Saviour, now, 

Nor other help require ; 
O write Thy name upon my brow, — 

Fill all my heart's desire ! 

Sick of the strife with earth and sin — 

Sick of a wavering heart ; 
Now, Saviour, make me pure within, 

And dean in every part. 

Bid doubt, distrust, and darkness flee— 

Bid unbelief remove ; 
Bind each desire and thought to Thee, 

Contented with Thy love. 

Let peace, henceforth, forever reign — 

Let hope delighted stay. 
Remove each fear, and every stain ; 

Take all my guilt away. 



H4L VW6 wmM. 

Thus purified, I'll sing thy praise> 
On Thee will I depend ; 

Be Thou the guide of all my ways. 
My Saviour and my friend. 



TWO EVILS.-^ifiB. 11 : 18. 

You have "w^ahclered, my people, 

From the living fountain pure, 
You have changed the 'brightest glory,. 

And your light's become obscure; 
You have turned away from m^Qy^ 

And abused a Father's love^ 
You have slighted all his goodness^ 

And have grieved the Heavenly Dove ;: 
YoU kk^TO tatoned fritiBa light to darkness, 

And true beauty oan n&k !(«« y 
bel the bcivranl^ Be astoniAc^, 

" You have now f<btnk^ Me." 

You have hewed out kroken cisterns-^ 

Cisterns that no waters hold, 
And have worshiped senseless idoLfr^ 

Idols deaf and blind aad cold;. 
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You have turned from living fountaip^, 

From the waters pure and sweety 
Till your shame and your confusioQi, 

And your danger are complete ; 
Still the God of pity calls you— 

His compassions o'er you yearn, 
And his boundless love is pleading. 

Even now for your return. 



f % - tt^^A^^M 



HOURS FOB PRAYER. 

When the sun, with seeming flight. 
Floods our sphere with morning light. 
And the globes of dew are bright ; 
Earth is decked in fair apparel, 
And the birds begin their carol. 
Nature smilii^ frfish. and &iiF, 
What a scored hour for prayer. 

When, as hurrying mordents fly. 
Yonder orb ascends the sky, 
Till he reach the zenith high — 
That the hour of noon-day brightness, 
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Gives the soul a peaceful lightness, 
Leave the scenes of toil and care, 
Bow alone with God in prayer. 

When the sun hath ceased his shining, 
And the rays of his declining, 
Give the clouds a silver lining ; 
When the golden fringe is melting. 
From each streak of cloudy belting. 
Evening's quiet on the air, 
What a precious hour for prayer. 

When from daily care retiring, 
God's protecting hand admiring, 
Upward still the soul aspiring. 
Do not waver, do not falter, 
Gather round the social altar. 
Bow with dear and loved ones there ; 
'Tis an hour for social prayer. 

When the heart is touched with sorrow, 

Or is fearing for to-morrow. 

And forgets who feeds the sparrow — 

When arises fear or gloom, 

Turn the thoughts where lilies bloom, 

Learning wisdom's lesson there, 

Raise a trusting heart in prayer. 
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Through each changing busy day, 
Toiling onward o'er life's way, 
Tempted oft, perhaps, to stray; 
Happy now with friendship's greeting, — 
Now with pain or sorrow meeting — 
Through each varied scene or care. 
Lift the heart in ceaseless prayer. 



MAKE HOME BRIGHT AND PLEASANT. 

More than building showy mansions — 

More than dress and fine array — 
More than domes on lofty steeples — 

More than stati6n, power and sway. 
Make your Home both neat and tasteful, 

Bright and pleasant, always fiur, 
Where each heart shall rest contented, 

Grateful for each beauty there. 

More than swelling, lofty titles — 

More than fashion's luring glare — 
More than mammon's gilded honors — 
More than thought can well compare,^ 



138 UIXX BCttX BRIGHT AND PLXABAKT. 

See that Home is made attractive, 
By surromidiiigs pure and bright, 

Trees arranged with taste and order, 
Kower^s with their sweet delight. 

Seek to make your Home most lovely, * 

Let it be a smiling spot. 
Where in sweet contentment resting, 

Care and sorrow are forgot ; 
Where the flowers and trees are waving, 

Birds will sing their sweetest song — 
Where the puxest thoughts will linger. 

Confidence and love be long. 

Thus make Home a little Eden, 

Imitate her smiling bowers, 
Let a neat and simple cottage, 

Stand among bright* trees and flowers ; 
There what fragrance and what brightness, 

Will each bloomii^ rose display ! 
Here a simple vine-dad arbor. 

Brightens through eaeh ^mimer day. 

There each heart will rest contented. 
Seldom wishing &r to roam, 

Or, if roaming, stiil will dierish 
Mqm'riea of that pleasant Home. 
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Such a Home makes man the bettjor. 

Pure and lasdsg its eomtrol — 
Home, with pure and Wigl^t surrounduigSy 

Leaves its imprcos on the souL^ 



HOPE-BIRD. 



Both care and love bestowing. 
Plant home with brightest things, 

For where content is growing, 
The little Hope-Bird sings. 

His 9oqig 1^ gay afid cheerful — 
His n<»te8| tap ifi^ eet j^a^ &u>r- 

No rooin>f<ur b^Pig iS^Mhl 
With li$tj0 Kop^BW ther^* 

When through some shaded bower, 
We hear his cheerful trill. 

No song has so much power, 
To wake a joyful thrilL 

Wherever ins notes are soun^Bng, 
The clouds grow thin and bright. 

And hearts, with hopeful bounding. 
Attest die growing light 
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His song removes life's fearing^ 
My heart cftii well attest ; 

And for its grateM cheering, 
I love the Hok^-Bird hest 



LEARN CONTENTMENT* 

Once I saw a joyfiil brooklet, 

Leaping, playing in the sun, 
And each murmur seemed an anthem^ 

As it sung and bounded on ; — 
On it swept, through noble meadowsr. 

Through a valley, &ir and bright 
And its song was full of gladness, 

Like an anthem of d^ight ; 
Then it turned into the forest,^ 

And run on through dark, lone dell — 
Yet its song of sweet contentment 

Seemed to echo — " All is welU* 

Then I listened to the singing 
Of a bird among the flowers ; 

And its song seemed ever telling 
Of the happy, happy hour&: 
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In the shade, and in the san-shine — 

When the wind was bland or strong — 
In the garden, in the tree-top, 

All was merriment and song ; — 
In the forest, deep and shaded — 

In some dark and lonely dell. 
There his tones of sweet contentment 

Still would echo— "^« w weUJ' 

I saw a bright, unfolding flower — 

It decked a lonely spot, 
And gave its fragrance to the air — 

The fairest of the plot ; 
In sun-shine bright and golden lights 

It piu*e and lovely gleamed ; 
Or when a doud came o'er the sun, 

Scarce less its beauty seemed ; 
And when away from garden &ir, 

In lone, forsaken dell, 
It seemed the same bright, lovely flower, 

Whose smile said — ^^AU is w$W^ . 

So, Christian, learn a lesson well. 
From brooklet, bird and flower — 

In every path where Nature leads, 
Be cheerful — 'tis your dower; 
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With true eontenty and eheerful heart, 

Commit eiioh way to heaveii — ^ 
Let gratitude and praise arise 

For every mercy given ; 
And if some shadows darkly fillip 

Let failth and patienoe tel! 
That hope and peaee support tiie soul, 

Assui^ed that '*AU %» weU.*" 



OUR GUARDIAN ANGEL.— Math^ xvhi: 10. 

A preeiouB taught to (^istian heart, 

That God to ub has given 
Some angel piire, to act the part 

Of Guardian — guide to heaven ;—- 
Some fiivored angel, who beholds 

Our Father's love^^lad faee, 
Xhen* hastes tous^ and here un£[^der 

Pero^pHoos^ef Hib grace. 

Thus, GuAjesuur Anosls, to us bcMur 

Dear messages of love. 
And woo tiie heart to gloriea there — 

To higbNT life above :— 
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^y let us heed each pure, pure thought, 

And praise the heavenly light 
That with sudi messengers has sotight 

To lead UA safe and right. 



BE EARNEST— BE A MANl 

K), float not, glide not, dow& the it^^iagtti 

Of popular applause; 
Awake i&x)m every idle dreaoGt — 

Obey yoiir spilit'd liws ; 
Strike for thd light— with noble ainis 

Put forth what Might you oan^ 
To you aU Nature loud procl^iims — 

Be earnest — ^be a Man ! 

Yes, you I mean, and you alone — 
Not that poor neighbor there. 

But you, already powerful grown^ 
And you, with humble share ; 

Stretch forth your hand, and now, Uniay^ 
Resist oppression's ban ; 
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Now, self-denying, watch and pray — 
Be Christ-like — ^be a Man ! 



Nature is active, everywher 

Worlds round their orbits fly, 
Our race demands love, zeal and care — 

The sluggard soul will die ; 
Work for the pure, the good, and true — 

Join Nature's active van. 
Where'er you move — ^whatever do, 

Be eaihiest — ^be a Man I 

Stand up, with energy and might, — 

Stand up, with faith sincere — 
Uphold the weak, defend the rights--' 

Bring smiles where %tood a tear y 
But never ape the worldling's show. 

Nor follow fashion's plan-- 
Aid to the humble poor bestow--- 

Be Gk)d-like — ^be a Man ! 

Do not, now, let the grasp of pride 
Befool your head and heart ; 

Do not with earth's gay minions glide — » 
With meekness act your part ; 

Yield not to pomp or idle mirth — 
Delight in God's own plan ; 
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Bemember Jbbus on the earth — 
Be like Him — ^be a Man ! 

Let deeds, not promise, show the life- 
Let actions prove your love — 

Let kindness be opposed to strife, 
And mercy point above ; 

Let constancy of hope and faith 
Make up the life-long plan ; 

Hear what the voice of Nature saith — . 
Be Earkbst — ^bb a Mak ! 



A SONG OF LOVE.— TO LIBBIE. 

'^ this hbabt is all tour own !" 

Thou genius of the Muse, bestow 

The power to write, with words that glow, 

Love's earnest, purest lay ! 
But feeble things are words to tell. 
Emotions, deep and strong, that swell 

My trusting heart to-day ? 

O, how my inmost soul was stirred, 

When thou didst speak that dear, dear word,- 
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" This hfe^ is all yotlr* OAi^n !** 
Then, how my spirit tarhed to thee, 
And since hast found thy love to me. 

But deeper, dearer grown. 

All, all my own ! forever mine ! 

Through shadows dark or br^ht sunshine-^ 

Though frail this pain-worn form 1 
No change to reach thy loving heart, 
Though separationa long may part — 

Thy love still pure and warm ? 

What ! AU my own^ life's journey through I 
In trial's hour, thy love still tnie, 

Unwavering and free 1 
When I aM Wedk, tky love still fitfok>ng ? 
O, let the fullness of my song. 

Now sweep love's lyre for thee ! 

My Own ! My Own ! though I have nought^ 
That ever mere ambition sought — 

Nor house, nor gold, nor lands; 
But only this, a heart, a soul, 
That loves and trusts in God's control, 

And on his promise stands. 
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A soul that looks omt tfuroiigh the stofm. 
And knows that stmshhie, pure and Warm, 

Is glesming still drbove-^ 
A heart that sees the hand divine, 
And seeks to trace in every line, 

Its gratitude for love. 



SEPARATfOK 



And must I always be. 

So far, so far from thee ? 
Must separation still be ours so long t 

No heart to clasp to mine. 

And none to aiisW^r thine, 
No quick and full response to love^sfpUlrd song? 

Still lonely must I stay, 

So long, so long away. 
From that bright spirit pure my h^ai^ holds dear 1 

No love enchanting voice^ 

To bid my heat^t rejoice-— 
No one to soothe ^t deeply giisMng teftf? 

Words have no power to show 
The bitterfiess of woe, 
Parting so long from love's* endeM^ing tone ; 
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No voice whose precious notes. 
Love's tenderness denotes. 
Whose greeting kind may echo back my own. 

Each season seems so drear, 

Without thy smile to cheer — 
Without the flashing of thy brilliant eye ; 

With clouds around our way, 

So oft alone we stray, 
O, pardon now this strange unmanly sigh! 

Still thou art dear to me — 

Again I seem to see, 
The soul that through thine eyes so brightly shone. 

When thou didst fully seem 

The angel of life's dream, 
And thou didst say, " This heart is all yomr own !" 

The twilight cometh now. 

And then alone I bow 
Before the mercy-seat, in humble prayer. 

But while my spirit pleads 

Its wants and boundless needs, 
In every pure desire thine own shall share. 

Congenial spirit's love 
Shall find a home above. 
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Where parting hours come not with parting sighs ; 

Then let thy feithful heart, 

Courage to mine impart, 
And point to that pure rest beyond the skies. 

Then if Pm not forgot 

By thee, FU murmur not, 
Thy love shall brighten still life's lonely way ; 

And every shadow here, 

Shall make that home more dear, 
And UNION still more sweet in endless day. 



TRUE LIFE. 

The merest lapse of busy years — 

The labor; toil and strife, 
To eat and drink, to sleep and breathe- 

This merely is not life ; 
To be exposed to light and heat, 

With habit pace around — 
To roU in wealth and hurry on 

With fashion's gayest round — 
To gain applause from foolish minds — 

To feel ambition's flow. 
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All this is but a fraetion poor, 
Of life's pure, earnest flow. 

To have a \eaxt inclined to all 

That's true, and pure, and rights 
To feel a deep, inspiring feith 

In God the Infinite ; 
To have a soid endowed witli truth, 

With knowledge, faith and love, ; • 
Benevolence and meekness, all, 

All like the pure above — 
The tear that freshens life's dry wastes, 

The trust that gilds alloy — 
The hope that brings the future near, 

These, these are life''s true joy* 



NEARER HOME TO-DAY. 

I. 
O what a stirnag th<Maght1 

It should bring 'sweet delig^ 
Tm nearer home to-day, 

Nearer the world of light: 



Nearer my final rest 

Than e'er I was before, 
Nearer that peaceful world 

Where pain shall come no more, 

n. 
I'm nearer now th^ w<iwrl,d 

Qf pnxity aiui Jove, 
Nearer those m^^ons ffir^r^ 

Nearer my home abpve; 
NQar^r the endless j«y^ 

Nearer the victory won— 
Nearer tlie end of ^artjb, 

J^earer my work is donef 
in. 
Fm nearer now my crown — 

Nearer my journey o'er, 
Nearer the river's brink — 

Nearer the shining shore ; 
Nearer the pearly gates, 

Nearer the crystal Sea ; . 
Nearer the Great White Throne, 

Nearer, my God, to Thee. 
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BRING J^LOWErS. 

Bring flowers, sweet flowers, for childhood &ir, 

And strew their path with garlands bright ; 
Let beauteous things, most sweet and rare, 
The loving childhood heart delight : 
Gather sweet flowers from garden and lawn — ] 
Gather for childood, 
From valley and wildwood — 
Gfather the beautiful before it is gone. 

Bring flowers for my love, sweet flowers. 
And twine them in a wreath this hour ; 
Let them glow in rays of precious light. 
Emblems of true affection's power : 
There let them glow with the smile of love — 
Emblems on earth 
'Of affection's .birth, 
As pure as the angels know above. 

Bring flowers for the happy, joyous bride, 
And strew them at the altar t^iere ; 
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Scatter the sweetest, brightest gems, 
And twine them into garlands fair : 
Bring flowers to bind for the nuptial vow — 
Bring sweetest flowers, 
* From brightest bowers. 

And twine a wreath for the young bride's brow. 



REMEMBER ME. 

; 

When morning comes all glowing / 

"With fragrance and delight — 
From God's pure fountain flowing. 

Come rays of gorgeous light ; ) 
When tints on clouds are purest. 

The east is all agiow^ ' 

And beauty, fairest, truest. 

Lights up the world below ; 
When globes of due are brightest. 

On leaflet, flower and tree. 
And heart is calmest, lightest, 

Then — then Remember Me. 
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When evemng comes, all smEing, 

And decks Uie western skj, 
With splendid views beguilijpg 

Our thoughts^ wwlds on hi^ — 
When soothing munpaurs gliduiSr 

Tell q{ the <2lQslng day ; 
And the Infinite abiding. 

Would urge us on to pray — 
When worlds above are shining. 

And we their glory see — 
Memory to memory twining,^- 

O, then Remember Me. 

When care apd labor ended, 

And thoughts more lively flow. 
With sacred memories Mended, 

The hetwt is all aglow — 
When life is pure and truest, 

And glad you sing its lays, 
. Or when life sei^pEis t]^e ^temest 

In all its active ways^ 
When you approach the nearest. 

To Him who died for thee — 
Communion purest, dearest, — 

O, then Renaember Me. 



AJgOaSL WATGHBB. 1^ 



THE ANGEL WATCHES.— PaAUHfli, xxxrv: 7. 

The angel of the Lord is sent, 

A Watcher o'er his people dear. 
Their holy, pure encampm^it bent 

Around the humble Christian here } 
What fear have they of sad surprise. 

So guarded by an angel hand ? 
What precious thought, that from the skies 

The angels comLa, a watchful band I 

Surrounded by earth's numerous foes — 

Assaulted fiercely, day by day — 
Ei^sed to artful wOes of those 

Who lurk along our fallen way — 
We trust the wngel of the Lord 

Encampeth round about us still, 
And will^ according to His Word, 

Their wiatchful mission well fiilfill. 
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The Angel of the Lord — ^how pure ! 

No wavering in his purpose ever ! 
How calm the heart that trusts secure. 

And turns to human foresight never ! 
List, then, my soul, yes, listen well, 

And catch the angel whispers there. 
And with the warmest accents tell 

His goodness and protecting care. 



SONNET— THE SABBATH. 

The Holy Sabbath comes, with sacred peace — 

A hallowed day, by God approved and blest ; 

Then purest aspirations must increase. 

As man enjoys the hour of tranquil rest. 

To every ^heart of filial trust and love. 

How welcome are these days of calm repose ! 

As sea reflects the sky that bends above. 

So future rest in earthly Sabbath glows. 

O, welcome day, that brings release from care — 

Repose from labor, worldly toil and fear ; 

I'll give these hours to thoughfulness and prayer, 



HOPK. }^7 

And bid the world retire, when God is near : 
Now I'd forget the thoughts of other days, 
And honor Him with gratitude and praise. 



HOPK 

Hops! how it i^mipotki life's ^p^biiifAy, 
Thrpi^gb ftU the ohanging yeavs. 

And points us tp the gateway. 
Where eod nU earthly fearfi. 

Hope is the lig^t of the spirit, 
When,dQu49 most dr^ar ar|sej 

No treasure tiiat we inherit, 
So lifts us to the skies. 

Hope, like an anchor, bindeth 
The soul to a brighter sphere; 

And the trusting spirit findetl^ 
A peaceful, calm c^eer« 

4S0 praise the kind, kind Giver, 
Who painted Hope so bright. 

And set, it pointing ever 
To an end of rest and light. 
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WOMAN, STRUGGLK FOR THE RIGHT. 

Woman, onward, earnest onward, 

In* the path of duty go ! 
Not the storm or sunshine heeding, 

Onward ! let the watchword glow ; 
Not regarding praise or censure. 

Never, never think of flight. 
Cherish all that'is pure and holy — 

Nobly struggle for the Right !. 

Earnest Woman ! never falter T 

All things lovely in earth's view — 
All things noble in earth's annals — 

Urge you to be strong and true ; 
All that gives existence value — 

All that can true life delight, 
Everything is urging Woman 

Still to struggle for the Right. 

Patient and devoted Woman ! 
Flowery paths may oil allure ;: 
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Do not let their gilding bribe you. 

Struggle ever for the pure ; 
Stay the tide of fashion's minions — 

Stay it with thy queenly might,' 
Raise a standard true and modest — 

Nobly struggle for the Right ! 

Woman ! Your's a holy mission ! 

Do not falter, do not Ml ; • 

Rise above the sway of error, 

Earnest effort shall prevail ; 
Girded with thy nature's glory. 

You may put the wrong to flight ; 
Raise a standard simple, modest. 

Nobly struggle for the Right. 

Let the world but see in Woman 

Heroines of faith and love, 
By her precept and example. 

Pointing to the life above. 
Then shall the millenial brightness 

Wrong and error put to flight — 
Cheered by hopes so full of promise, 

Nobly struggle for the Right ! 
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CHILD OF WEEPING^ LIFT THY HEART. 

Child of weeping, lift thy iieart ! 

There is balm for thee^ 
Jesus says to all the weary, 

"Come ye unto Me;" 
He can feel for every sorrow — 

He does hear each sigh, 
He win kindly wipe the tears 

From each weeping eye. 

Child of sorrow, do not doubt ! 

Lift the heart above, 
May not sorrows come to thee, 

Messengers of love ? 
Bid all doubts and fears begone ! 

They that mourn shall (ind 
Precious comfort, cheering hope, 

Tranquil peace of mind. 

Child of trial, do not fear ! 
Soon the clouds will fly. 



And the smile of God reveal 

A serener sky ; 
All shall work for good to thee — 

Earth can not destroy 
Bays of sunshine through the clouds, 

Bring the light and joy. 

Child of sadness, look above t 

Turn each thought to heaven ! 
To the soul that trusts in God, 

Light and hope are given ; 
Clouds and darkness flee away. 

When our trust is high, 
Fear and sadness take their flight, 

Jesus draweth nigh ! 

Thus comes light, and peaceful hope, 

To each weary heart ; 
With the rays of heavenly love, 

Sadness must depart, . 
Thus unfolded, all His ways^ 

Clearly, brightly shine. 
Doubt and darkness flee before 

Light and love divine. 
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THE LAST BOQUET OF SUMMER. 

O gather once more, yes gather for me, 

From bright-clad Summer bowers — 
Where the sun-light smiles and winds play free, 

The last bright Summer flowers ; 
How dear and pure each flowret's hue ! 

What sweet emotions start ! 
Fair emblems of the pure and true, 

How welcome to my heart. 

Yes, gather the flowers from their hiding place. 

Arrange with skill and care. 
Combine their hues with art and grace — 

There's always beauty there ; 
Give each a place to shine and smile — 

The violet, red and blue, 
And all shall deck my room awhile. 

With a lively, cheerful view. 

Then let my heart again rehearse. 
Its love of flowers so bright — 
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In a strain of humble, earnest verse, 

Sing, cheerfully sing to-night. 
How fair our Eather decks the world 

In beauty's well-wrought light, 
in every tint He has unfurled 

His Wisdom, Goodness, Might. 



^TIS ONLY AT THE CROSS. 

Tell me, ye rays of light. 

The brightest spot on earth, 
Where only peace and joy, 

And sweet content have birth — 
Where faith and hope may rest. 

And fear shall flee away, 
Where sadness takes its flight, 

And heavenly visions stay ; 
O, tell me where life's hopes 

Shall never suffer loss ; — 
£ach ray made this reply, 

' Tis only at the Cross! 

O tell me now, ye winds, 
Where I may find a rest. 



f64 Oithf At tHff' CA6BS. 

Whete ^ ^re tfuly blest ; 
I^ow siiOM^ ttie where to find 

A ct^Q foi* e&tthly' ^6e\ 
Where ed^lt ttti!^ U^ mdy jferf 

The Sjpfrit*^ 4trf6K^6iiig gloW— ^ 
Where life is ever free 

From sin and" earthly dross ; — 
The winds made quick reply, 

^ i'is oriti/ at tA& 06^ / 

Tell me, f&tvdmiti^ i^ta^, 

Ot f)6erlesd, ipsiiMtig figW, 
As ye l^hoW ou'r 6&*tlk 

id iti^ trfatiejsl^g fligWr^ 
O fen me wUer^ tt) fiiicl 

!Ear1^^ ^r^^t, bn^ht^st ^tfty^ 
Wh^d' fiedce wAf ^tef »f e, 

Ani^ ^W-bW^ be forgot-^ 
Whef €? ^llt M ftfl f Mo-^^d, 

With aJI 6f ^to^thly df os^ j^ 
Each gMitering stat i^^|)lied,, 

*Tis only at the Ordisl 

O Christlaoi^ teU mer now 
If yoU have fou&d the ffa^ 
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Where light divine is given. 

And help to run life's race ; 
Now tell me where is found 

An antidote for sin, 
Where erring mortals may 

Bright crowns of glory win ; 
O, is there one bright spot 

Where none shall suffer loss 1 
Each Christian made reply, 

YSS, OKLT AT TBB CROSS t 



MELISSA. 

All who knew her, verdict render, 
She was gentle like the dove, 

Feelings pure, devout and tender, 
Full of hopoj and trusting love — 

Beady for her mission yonder. 
With the sainted ones above; 

Never mother had a better. 
Nobler daughter, where combine 

Full obedience to the letter — 
Each commandment, every line ; 
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But the summons early met her, 
Come where angel beauties shine. 

Never father had a dearer, 
Kinder daughter in this life — 

Seldom brothers guided nearer, 
By a perfect, Christian strife — 

Seldom husband could see clearer, 
Mission of a faithful wife. 

Seldom sisters know the blessing 

Of a sister yet more kind — 
Never here was love's -caressing 

More like that which God designed- 
Few have been the lives impressing 
Higher attributes of mind. 

Seldom was a mother's dealing 
Better glided here below, 

Seldom &ith more humble kneeling. 
Sought maternal grace to know — 

Seldom knew we filial feeling. 
Burnished with a purer glow. 

Seldom friendship wove so closely, 
Bound the heart of every friend. 
All who knew her fully, truly, 



SYMPATHY. lOT 

Felt a power that would transcend, \ 
Working round their natures surely, 
Some important, noble end« ^ 

We will cherish in its beauty,"' 

Her example mild and sweety 
Urging us to fiiith and duty — 

Calling us to UtiAt retreat, 
Till within the heavenly city, 

Every precious friend we meet. 



SYMPATHY. 

Like the Night-blooming flower 

That its fragrance sends forth, 
When darkness o'ershadows 

All the bright things of earth ; 
So is Sympathy pure 

In life's suffering hours -, 
So sweet and so grateful. 

Like the fragrance of flowers. 



1§^ BOUND THS BX4BTH-ST0inE; 



[BOUND THE HEAKTH-STONE. 

Gather often round tl^ H^^tf^-^1^^ 

When the twUi^t ^a^eth ft^iar^ 
Let each hi^rt^ l>e calm and q^uiet 

As the evening shades appear ; 
All the lightest tints of day-light 

Now are mingling in the gloom ; 
Shadows everywhere are length'ning*. 

Creeping softly o^er the room ; 
Much I love this peaoelii] calmness 

At the close of every day, 
Life seems ever pure and tranquil 

When the evening shadows play* 

Gath^ often rou^4 the ip^p^tlHtpac^y 
Whether fortune fr<>wn or smil§^ 

There is soothing in th^ twilight 
That our sorrows m^y V^uile ^ 

Let the soci^ circle ^4jkth#r 
In the confidence of love^ 
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Thinking often of th^r tre^Lsure 

In the brighter **B[ome 4.lx>'^^;" 
Do not hurry with a tape^"-^ 

Do not close the shutters: ye^ 
Twilight's quijet is refSresiwig, 

And its goix}g brings regret*. 

Gather often round the Hearth-stone— 

Let each heart be trusting there — 
Let each spirit help the other 

To forget all anxious care ; 
Thus how pure, and sweet, and quiet 

Is the passing day's decline, 
While the trusting, happy household 

Everything but love resign 5 
Let each spirit there rejoicing 

Love to count its mercies o^er, 
Looking to a dawn of brightness 

On the other shining shore. 

Gather often round the Hearth-stone j 

With the evening's peaceftd hours 
Shadows, &nciful and softly. 

Gathering into mythic bow;0rs; 
There each heart shoi^ld Ipve to linger 

In an earnest, just review. 
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Listening to the spirit^s whispers, 
Like the gently falling dew ; 

There forbid the world intruding ; 
Pure the altar and the shrine ; 

Thus the hour of evening incense 
Yieldeth pleasures, pure, divine. 



NEARING THE CITY. 

The path of life seems changed to-day^ 

The earthly cares and hopes are gone, 
And broader, firmer, seems the way 

As now my footsteps wander on ; 
I'm nearing now the City &st^ 

The walls and battlements I see, 
The mountains and the streams are past, 

And parapets gleam bright for me. 

Friends take me by the hand, most kind. 
And love flows trusting — O, how pure ! 

And all its attributes combined, 
Still pledge themselves for sorrow's cure; 
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But precious murmurs, pure and sweet. 
Now fall upon my quickened hearing, 

And echoes from the golden street 
But tell me I'm the City nearing. 

How calm the way, and tranquil all, 

As on my weary footsteps ply, 
Nearing the glowing, brilliant wall. 

While Jesus whispera— "It is F' ; 
Apollyon now has lost his power — 

The lion's chained, so no more fearing, 
And hope and peace, through every hour, 

Assure me I'm the City nearing. 

We leave the blooming, and the fading — 

Earth's green hills, perhaps forgetting — 
All the shining, and the shading — 

Leaving these without regretting ; — 
Turning to the world that's brightening— 

See the glowing towers uprearing — 
Catch the anthems &ith delighting, 

While the City sweetly nearing. 

Now the earthly sun is setting; 
But there still is glorious light ; 
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Life's ambition, all forgetting — 
Every scene is growing bright ; 

Pain abating, joy increasing — 
Hope dispelling, doubt^g^ fefu^iifg— 

Earthly tumults, all decreasing, 
While the City slowly nearin& 

Now the chilling, and the fever, 

And the flush on mortal cheek. 
And the hopes of the forever. 

Leaving outlines for the meek : 
Leave the earthly, grasp the glowing ; 

No more doubting, no more fearing. 
Bright the heavenly river flowing. 

While the city, glad, Fm nearing. 

Fading earthly flowers and beauty, 

Love and friendship failing, too- 
Yielding up each active duty, 

Loving still th^ pure and true : 
Hark ! for o'er the shaded river, 

Songs and anthems greet my hearing, 
'Tis the song of the forever. 

As the City now Pm nearing. 

Leaving pure affection early — 
Leaving friendships^ deep and true. 



All the heart holds warm and dearly^ 
Turning to a brighter view ; 

For the whispers to my spirit 

Now are sacred, sweet and cheering, 

And my soul may soon inherit 
Beauties of the City nearing. 



SONNET— FOEEST TREES. 

What noble things, the grand old Forest Trees ! 

Majestic forms^ arising bold and hi^ 
Broad armd that proudly wave in every breeze. 

With firm old trunks, that fiercest storms defy. 
Grand monuments are they of centuries past — 

Emblems of strength, how firm to-day they stand, 
Growing more strong at every daily blast, 

Towering in noble forms of beauty grand ! 
O, could each tree its history relate — 

Tell of the " Red man's" shouts, Iong,Jong ago— 
Of Squirrel's gambols with some playful mate — 

Of birdling^s joy, or chance mishap and woe : 
What noble things, the towering Forest trees, 
Whose forms mii|estio, sway in every breeze ! 
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DEATH OF A YOUNG CHRISTIAN. 

INSORIBED TO THE MOTHER OF ELIZABETH O, 

" Mourning hearts on earth, 

J07 in the courts of heaven. 
There new songs have tirth, 
And a new harp is given." 
Your loved one sweeps those golden strings, 
And to the praise of Him who saved her, sings* 

Soon came the fatal dart, 

Deeply we feel the loss, 
But though she felt the smart, 
Her faith had grasped the cross ; 
And thus sustained, sweet peace was given, 
A foretaste of the joyous rest of heaven. 

Death came when life was bright, 

Calmly she stood the shock, 
The waves did not affi*ight. 

Her feet were on the *^ Bock :" 



DEATH 07 A YOUNa CHRIBTIAK. 175 

And now in praise of love divine, 

She gladly sings in heaven's unchanging clime. 

Death quenched the vital flame, 
With life's ascending sun, — 
Early the summons came, 
But all her work was done : 
The winds arose — ^the waves beat high, 
But, O, she found the glorious Saviour nigh. 

Deem not that life too brief. 

That answers life's great end. 
Yield not your heart to grief, 
Eor Jesus was her friend : 
Though life was short — ^her race soon run. 
The sting of death was gone, the vict'ry won. 

Then cease, cease to weep 
For her who passed away, 
Prepare again to greet, 
In everlasting day : 
She's happy in the sainted choir. 
With an angel crown and a golden lyre. 
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THE LI»HT OF UEB. 

There's darkness o'er our earthly way, 

And shadows play around the heart, 
And waiting for the beams of day, 

Ah, who shall bid the n^ht depart : 
But though the shade is dark and drear, 

With sadness and with sorrow rife,. 
The morning dawns, and ^r and dear, 

Shines out the preeioua Light of life* 

It is a glorious, heavenly Light, 

More potent than the king of day, 
Its rays are dosed with moral might. 

And darkness eurly flees away ; 
It is a beam of loye diyine^ 

Subduing error^ hate and strifej 
With power to devate, refine — 

It is the glorious Light of Life ! 

It carries life where death had reigned — 
Brings beauty to the thoughtful mind, 
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And through its rays the soul has gained, 
Those higher views that God designed : 

It shows those darker passions where 
The soul would hide in sin and strife, 

And points us to the fountain there — 
The fountain of the Light of Life. 

It gilds the morning with the rays 

Of purity and sacred love. 
At noon-day hours its glory plays 

With beauty from the fount ahove ; 
It scatters malice like a mist, 

With every shade of envy rife. 
And on each earthly scene impressed, 

We see the precious Light of Life. 

It is a lovely, sacred light. 

And must our moral powers refine, 
It glows with splendor, pure and bright, 

And shows us mercy's bright design : 
It shines when earthly clouds are drear, 

And sends its rays o'er care and strife. 
Its beams will dry the mourner's tear — 

O, glorious, precious Light of Life ! 
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BEIGN OF THE FOREST KING. 

Over lakes and over mountains 

Comes the fierce Frost-King to-day, 
Eiding on the piercing north-wind, 

Rushing onward, bearing sway — 
Scaling forests, hills and valleys. 

Tramping brisk across each plain. 
Printing, sketching, painting, carving. 

Curious figures on each pane. 

There is seen a forest spreading; 

Curious shapes of quaint old trees. 
All is beauty in that wild-wood, 

Glowing in the winter breeze — 
Beauty glittering and sparkling, 

Darting fi'om each magic form — 
Beauty in the very wildness — 

Beauty painted by the storm. 

Forms of footmen, forms of Horsemen, 
Vast battalions marching there, 
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Strangely silent is their tramping — 

Banners waving in the air ; 
Chirious figures, gorgeous trappings, 

Dancing in the rays of light ; 
Everything is hung with brilliants — 

Everything is strangely bright. 

Here is reared some vast cathedral, 

Doric columns lofty stand ; 
There a dome and spire are towering — 

Painting, carving, all is grand ; 
Altars, statues — strangely brilliant — 

Fresco-paintings on the walls, 
Everything is bright and sparkling 

In those glittering, magic halls^ 

There the Monarch chains the river^ 

And the brooklet, and the rill. 
While some lake, quite bridged with crystals. 

Sleeps a prisoner, calm and still ; 
All the landscape smiles in beauty, 

Sculptured figures, bright and bold, 
Every tree is hung with jewels, 

Carved and burnished by the cold. 

Now a mansion bright appearing 
Through (he vista of the trees ; 



180 L^VIH^ BOMS 70B THSS. 

Gothic forvxa i«id to\v:ers uprearingy 
Carved from basement to the frieze : 

All is brightness, all is beautj, 
Flashing irom each mjthic form, 

Beauty in the very wiXdness— r 
Beauty painted by the storm, 



LEAVING HOME FOR THEE. 

Now the scenes of my home are all bright'ning, 

And spring is r^unung again. 
The robin's sweet song is delighting 

My heart with its shrill, joyful strain; 
There is loveliness now in our valley, 

Sweet echpes the murmuring rill, 
And Nature is making a rally 

On the slopes of yon pine-towering hill ; 
But I'm leaving to-day all the brightness, 

Where childhood was happy and free, 
And with heart and hope bounding with lightness, 

Now hasten, dear husband, to thee. 

Now the elm that IVe loved from my childhood, 
Is waving with winds of the spring, 
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And the echoes from glen and the wildwood. 

Tell the birds are beginning to sing; 
O, my home, it seems brighter than ever ; 

The yard, with each bush and each tree. 
All have beauties this hour that shall neyer 

Be forgotten through time's stem decree: 
But I'm leaving to-day all the brightness. 

Where childhood was happy and free. 
And with heart and hope bounding with lightness, 

Now hasten, dear husband, to thee. 

Spring's smile is already awaking 

O'er the hill-top and down through the.vale, 
And the chilling frost-fetters are breakii^ 

Before the warm Spring's genial gale ; 
The tulips, there, under the window,-*— 

The jassamines and violets, so small, — 
The brooklets thiit ^rind through the meiid6w, 

Are awaking at Spring's early call : 
But I'm leaving to-day all the brightness. 

Where childhood was happy and free. 
And with heart and hope bounding with lightness, 

Now hasten, dear husband, to thee. 

Thus early Spring's morning is breaking 
Around the dear home of my youth, 
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Each thought of the past is awaking 

Dear mem'ries, all vivid with truth ; 
O, my heart, it will often be turning 

To the visions of life's early toys, 
While affection and gratitude yearnings — 

Emblems ever of childhood's pure joys: 
But Pm leaving to-day all the brightness, 

Where childhood was happy and free. 
And, with heart and hope bounding with lightness. 

Now hasten, dear husband, to thee. 



OUR LITTLE GEORGE. 

DEDICATED TO MY SISTER AND FAMILY.. 

A Cherub came to earth one day, in humble child-like fi>rm^ 
Scarce deeming that the earthly life was so exposed to storm j 
And parents' hearts, attuned to love, the stranger wel- 
comed here ; 
And every day affection grew, and made the tie more dear^ 
Until the little eye, lit up with animation bright. 
Seemed to reflect a golden ray of pure, celestial light. 
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Parental love expanded fast, and warmed devoted hearts. 
And scarcely less the sisters found that love, unbidden 

starts ; 
And so that little life awoke affection's purest glow, 
And bade it, with a pleasant smile, in child-like channels 

flow; 
Yet never there was seen deceit, or selfishness, or guile, 
But only human nature's lot — ^a pain, a tear, a smile. 

Soon, sternly came the keen, keen winds — frail nature felt 

the storm ; 
Earth's tempests seemed too stern and chill for little fairy 

form. 
And, laying down the mortal coil, so quick and early riven^- 
With heart and hope upraised to Him who had existence 

given, 
The Cherub left the earthly ties, for that more genial shore. 
Where tempests, sorrow, blight, despair, are felt and feared 

no more. 

And now, though years have fast flown by, that life is not 

forgot ; — 
God gave — He took — we bow to Him who said, " Forbid 

them not " ; 
And though an earthly harp was stilled, another note on 

high 
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Aifofce, with sweetest melody, beyond the bending i : 
Aftd now a- erown is on that brow, and now sweet i 

of joy 
Re-echo ti^ia a golden harp, swept by our Cherub Be- • 
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THE FOOTSTEP ON THE STAIR. 

TO AN ABSENT WIFE. 

Come to my heart this morning, dear, 

Do not stay longer there, 
Hasten the hour when I may hear. 

Your footstep on the stair. 

My heart would quickly turn from ail. 

And quite forget its care, 
Could it but hear that echo fall — 

Your footstep on the stair. 

How quick my arms Would reach out still. 
To grasp that form most fair — 

That sound would bring a joyous thrill — 
Your footstep on the stair. 



BATTLE OJF TBB maUT. l^ 

Now how my grateful heart would bound, \ 

And glow with Ui^nkful prayer, 
Could I thU ff^oineat hear resound, 

Your foQt^p ^ the stair. 

My heart, be »til.), ^jie's jfar a^^yrrr 

My U^jUjii;^ ^e wit^h ^er there j 
"Wheft ^aall I he^, (0 t^e the d^y I) 

Your foQitstep o^l ^e stair 1 



BATTLE OF THE NIGHT. 

One night from out the still darkness, 
• There came a quick murmuring sound, 
And a form from bed to the carpet. 

Come out with a spirited bound. 
And a light was struck in a hurry, 

And the eyes are peering most keen. 
For a Flea was raising the mischief^ 

And biting and pulling most mean. 

Examine the sheet and the pillow, . 

Now smooth out each wrinkle round there, 
Watch every nook and each comer 

With vigilance, caution and care ; 
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From neck-tie to hem of the night-clothes — 
Prom shoulder to wristband we mean, 

Look sharp, for a Flea is in mischief, 
And biting and pulling most keen. 

Turn over the hem very careful. 

Look sharp at each little black spot, 
If it move, grab quick with precision, 

Then carefully see what you get : 
You missed it — we thought it quite likely, 

So quick now the battle renew, 
' Tis a Flea that is raising the mischief — 

That is biting and pulling at you. 

Turn over the pillow quite careful, 

Now turn down the blanket arid sheet, 
In every wrinkle and folding 

Look sharp for his Fleaship's retreat : 
You see him — then seize quick your victim, 

Hard pinch him and rub him to kill. 
For a Flea is a torment and mischief. 

With his didoes and sharp little bill. 



187 



^YOUR SORROW SHALL BE TURNED TO 
JOY." 

Blest words, how dear to every heart 

That feels t^lie paogs of sorrow here, 
How quick does hope and courage start, 

Removing discontent and fear ! 
A precious promise to the soul, 

That feels the blight that sin has brought — 
Dear words, whose fullness can control 

The life, its every act and thought ; 
borrow may still be ours to-day. 

But hope it cannot well destroy. 
While yet we hear the Master say — 

"Your Sorrow shall be turned to Joy.** 

The morning cometh, full of light. 
And then shall sparkle brilliant rays 

^B'rom dew-drops, gathered through the nighty 
.As bright the early sun-ray plays'; 
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And so the sorrows of a life 

Shall be forgotten in that day 
When sadness, pain, and weary strife 

Are changed to joy's pure sparkling ray ; 
Thus trials lead us safe to heaven — 

Be,moy0 jbhe gold from its alloys 
While faithful is th§ promise given — 

" Your Sorrow shall be turned to Joy.'* 

Our sorrows, though they seem severe^ 

Are only mercies in disguise — 
Are fitting us for a career 

Of joy and gladness m the skies ; 
And so, while sorrow comes to all, 

A better country we desire ; 
But patient wait till Christ shall call 

His servants to a mission higher. 
O, trust the faithftd Promiser^ 

Nor let another doubt annoy,. 
But Ijiear ^is faithful Word aver — 

" Your Sorrows shall be turned to Joy."" 
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GOD GIVES THE BEAUTIFUL. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful ! 

Adore the generous Giver, 
Who, with unwearied love and care, 
Has spread out Beauty everywhere ; 
In sky above, in earth below — 
In summer's green, or winter's snow — 
In morning's gleam, or evening's glow 

He wearies giving never. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful ! 

It gilds our changing lot. 
It glows where solar rays have birth— 
Where " Bow of Promise," bends o'er earth ; 
It shines in sea, in sky, in aur, 
And makes our world surpassing fiur; 
There is no place in Nature where 

The Beautiful is not. 

The Beautiful ! theBeautiM! 
O, praise the glorious Giver ; 
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He gives us Beauty in each star 
That sends its brilliant light afar — 
In all its orbit vast, profound ; — 
Each grand, imchanging, ceaseless round. 
Where'er a ray of light is found, 
There Beauty lives forever. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful ! 

'Tis shining everywhere; 
It glows from hill-top, vale and tree. 
Or dashing spray, along the sea ; 
It brightens all our changing hours ; 
In orchard, with its myriad flowers, 
In wildwood and all leafy bowers, 

The Beautiful is there. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful^! 

O, love the heavenly Giver ! 
He gives us Beauty in each home. 
Where hearts are too content to roam — 
Where love abounds, and union reigns, 
Ambition seeks not selfish gains. 
Nor discontent, nor envy stains, 

There, there is Beauty ever. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful ! 
How fair it makes the earth ; 
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Tis shown in bird, with garments warm, 
Each tinted feather — ^graceful form. 
In human face and form divine, 
In sparkling eye — each curve and line, 
Where wisdom and perfection shine, 
The Beautiful has birth. 

The Beautiful! the Beautiful! 

Eemember still the Giver ! 
There's Beauty in the tie that binds. 
With deathless power, congenial minds. 
And leads them all life's journey through. 
Unfaltering, unchanged, and true. 
Until the brighter world they view. 

And keeps them true forever. 



GONE FROM THE HEARTH-STONE. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, but not from the heart, 
Grone where dear, loving ones never more part ; — 
Gone from the altar, devoted to prayer — 
Sighing, we think of the vacant seat there. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, but not from our love ; 
Free from earth's changes, he still lives above— 
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Our sorrow, our sadness, our londiness here, . 
Shall never be felt in that joyful career. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, gone from our sight. 
Gone where &e Tisions of life are all bright. 
Gone with the IBavlour and seraphs to dwell, 
Gone where the songs of the angels shall swell. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, but ah, not the tomb 
Encircles the spirit, nor shadow, nor gloom — 
Gone where love's union shall brighten forever. 
The fear and the sadness of parting come never. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, but O, we bless God 
That Christ Wror^ht a triumph throi^ the chast'ning 

rod — 
That the hours of deep trial, through faith's high control. 
Became to our loved one the cure of the soul. 

Gone from the Hearth-stone, in sweet, precious peace, 
And the God-given victory bids sorrowing cease; 
In life's final struggle, joy beamed from his ftce. 
And the smile of the triumph escaped death's embrace. 
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"OUR SARAH" IN HEAVEN. 

Another change upon the earth — ^another spirit fled^ 

A dear and earnest loving friend is numbered with the 

dead; 
Another youthful spirit gone unto the spirit land,] 
And joined the anthems, pure and sweet> of heaven's 

angelio band ; 
A thoughtful and expanding mind has leA the form of clay 
For angel life and i^pirit joys in realms of cloudless day. 

Another loving heart has changed its love from earthly 

form 
For purer, higher, nobler bliss, beyond each earthly storm — 
Has laid the earthly garments by for heavenly robes of 

white, 
And joined the choir around the throne, where angels sing 

in light ; 
And in the holy presence of the Saviour sings to-day 
A sainted song of love and prai^, sweet as an angel's lay. 
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Another mind has passed from earth, and left its classic halls, 
For higher scenes and brighter joys beyond the "jasper 
waUs"; 

Within the " City/' pure and grand, along those streets (^ 
gold, 

To-day the story of the Cross, and Mercy,^ too, is told ; 
And now is heard a sweet, sweet note, from humble ser 

aph's lyre — 
Another child of earth has joined the happy, heavenly choir. 

To-day a spirit fifom the earth, a higher life awake, 

Far, fer beyond the shaded shore, where earthly billows 

break. 
Looks out upon the ^^brighter scenes that deck celestial 

. plains. 
Where pure, ambrosial flowers bloom, and God in glory 

reigns. 

And there in those bright visions blest, with beatific sight, 
Beholds the glories of that realm of joyful life and light. 

A spirit, nerved with love and thought, has leffc the world 
below. 

And passed the walls and gates that bright with "pearl" 
and "jasper" glow. 

Beyond the mystic stream to-day, and just before the 
Throne, 
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Where never comes a pang of woe nor sorrow's earth-like 

moan; 
There, there another friend awaits our coming to that bliss. 
Who'll greet us at the gateway there, and loved us, too, 

in this. 



ADELBERT AND MELVA. 

They met — October's first fair sun 

Was shining bright, serene and clear. 
The weary, dashing brooklet run 

More rapid in its wild career ; 
The hues of Autumn, ever new. 

Began to deck each hill and plain, 
And birds, to Nature's instinct true. 

Collect in noisy bands again. 
Each orchard teemed with golden tints 

Of ripening fruit, now tempting fair ; 
The stern frost-king, with plain foot-prints, 

Was marching, tramping everywhere. 

They met — ^'Twas near a classic village, 
That stands within a lovely vale. 
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Among fair farms of thriying tillage^ 
Where industry and thrift prevail ; 

A river, gliding calm and dear. 
That bore an uncoutJi, IncBan name^ 

The scenery of the hills, quite near. 
Reflected from its mirrored plain ; 

More distant hills, secure and bold, 
O'erlooked the smiling, fertile vale ; 

Not yet had shrill steam whistle told 
The laying of the iron rail. 

That valley, fairest of the fair- 
That village, beautiful and neat. 

Arranged and decked with art and care — 
Home of science— calm retreat — 

A place to Art and Nature true, 
A scene not easy to forget ; 

Thus mem'ry paints from distant view, 
The iime, the place where first they met. 

They met — She saw the traces deep 

Which long and painful years had made, 
And quick to " weep with those who weep," 

Her heart the pure instinct obeyed ; 
She spoke with words most tender, kind, 

So full of cheerfulness and light — 



ASmLBSRT AND USLYA. 197 

With such an artless, hopeful mind. 

She pointed to a world more bright : 
She spoke of purity and peace, 

Where pain and sorrow enter never — 
Of. friendship that should never cease. 

But brighter, purer, bum forever ! 
Hie sparkling eye, the well arched brow, 

Expressed the pathos of her soul. 
So full and deep, that ey^en now, 

Abblbert owned its pure eantrol : 
And then he felt that friendship true 

Was real, something more than nasne, 
While gratitude intenser grew. 

And cheered and hopefol life became ; 
He owned thp power of friendship-d sway. 

True sympathy, so deep, had won. 
That when for home she turned away, 

He felt that some dear friend had gone.] 

Alone4 but what emotions new. 

Had quick become Adblbbrt's guest t 

Thou^ts of the high, the pure, and true. 
Were deeply mingling in his breast ; 

Out on the quiet evening scene. 

With twilight'is golden fringes hung. 
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He gazed with pleasant, thoughtful mien. 
And then some pensive carol sung. 

They met again — 'Twas later now, 

And in another valley bright ; 
The leaves weise gone from every bough. 

And winter clothed the earth in white: 
'Twas Mblva's fair and well loved home — 

Home of childhood's joyful hours, 
The place where first she learned to roam 

Among the early summer flowers : 
Her greeting was so true and kind. 

So full of sympathy sincere — 
So cordial, and yet so refined — 

So far above ambition's sphere. 
That even then Adklbkrt's heart 

O'erflowed wkh sweet and grateful joy ; 
' Twas more than noble sister's part 

That sweetened thus his life's alloy : 
'Twas excellence, in brightest form — 

Religion, in her firmest trust ; — 
'Twas kindness, with affection warm, 

And confidence, without distrust ; — 
'Twas loveliness, with spirit mild^ 

Ot charity, with Mndly tear, — 
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An oasis, on a desert wild, — 

An hour that must be ever dear. 
Her kindness could not turn away, 

But gently soothed Adslbbbt's sorrow. 
He <Mily called to rest a day. 

With purpose to return to-morrow : 
The morning came, and through the trees 

The wind and snow were driving §wt. 
But welcome was the snowy breeze. 

If longer then his stay might last. 

The hours flew by, in converse pure? — 

In interchange of pleasant thought. 
Each one endowed with power more sure. 

To show how deeply friendship wrought ; 
They talked of all the various ways 

Through which their changing paths had led — 
Of youth'« bright hopes, and childhood's days — 

Of fancies' fairest visions fled; 
And then of Nature's wondrous art, 

As seen in earth, or air, or sky — 
The vast designs of her grand chart. 

Where'er a creature's thought may fly ; 
They talked of beauty's bright display. 

As seen in bird, or plant, or flower ; 
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Or queenly moon, or " xjailky-way" ; 

Or twinkling star, in night'^ bright hour ; 
And then of piety and truth — 

Of Mercy's plan, and Wisdom's s^ay, 
How full the promii^e made tp youtfe. 

The danger still of their delay : 
Again they j^poke of friend^hip'^ powei>-r 

Of pure, congienial spirit's love, 
Its dawn on iearth, a fleeting hour,r— 

Its triiunph in the world above. 
Each hour the more enlarged his heart. 

With feith in goodness, and in trutih. 
Timidity apd fears depf,rt — 

Unworthy giie^ts of treinbling youth : 
Thus twice the s^n arose and set ; 

A holy tranquil Sabbfkjtjti passed, 
Adelbb^t, ^illjii^ lij^ered yejb 

A g.uj9(^, copliep.ti^ t((? tb^ li^st. 

How pijre ;9bnd cheering w;ere i^ ^pup^hr- 
How pleas^t is their niemory ^l ! 

As one repaeflcibers bi^ds of flowery, 
JKedundj^t with pe^fame an4 skill : 

Fair .Symp^t)ijr I diyin,^ mi VWJ^ I 
High, sacred fountain of the heart ! 



AI>BLB2Bt AND HBLVA. 201 

Our grief's relief, and sorrow's cure, 

What joys in thy fair presence start ! 
Such sympathy o'er other's grief — 

O'er other's sorrblr, pain and care, 
Brings to the sufiering heart relief; 

As hope revives, through trusting prayer, 
New life awakes — ^the skies grow bright, 

Afiectioh spreads her tendrils wide, 
The shadoWsl fl^e before hei* light, 

And life renews its cheerful tide. 
With thoughts like thede, Adblbert mused. 

With cheerful heart and pleasure nefw; 
His pain-worn life had b^en unused 

To sympathy so dear and true. 
Friends had been kind, yes, very kind, 

Towards his long-tried, suffering life ; 
Their generous acts had cheered his mind, 

And stayed his heart through psdnM eltrife ; 
He'd utter not, for his right hand, 

A word of censure, or complaint; 
Those friends had been a loving band, 

Whose kindness scarce had known restraint. 

But here were new and cheerful views — 
Views that enlarged the spirits' thrill ; 
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O, that to-day the grateful Muse 

Had skill to paint their beauty still. 
/Twas not the fair and lovely vale 

Which thus inspired each pleasing thought. 
Though even that might well prevail 

To show a scene from beauty wrought j — 
'Twas not the distant, green-crowned hills> 

With village nestling at their base — 
Nor yet those joyous, sparkling rills 

That bounded on, with Nature's grace ; — 
Nor was it Mblva's graceful form. 

Or brilliant eye with sparkling light. 
Though even these might cheer and warm 

An artist's soul with quick delight. 

O'er scenes so fair, so wJbU designed, 

Adblbbrt gazed, delighted still ; 
But yet it was not these, combined, 

That gave his heart its dearest thrill : — 
It was those sentiments, refined, 

Which from true sympathy can flow — 
Those higher attributes of mind. 

Which gives the soul its brightest glow ; — 
'Twas sympathy, that reached its arms 

Of pity and compassion wide, — 
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That rose above ambition's charms. 

And scorned the glare of feshion's tide : — ^ 
Twas Mblva's kind and earnest soul, 

Beaming with love, and pure desire. 
That gave his heart its new control, 

And clothed it with a mission higher ; — 
It was a patient trust in heaven, 

Which gave its light to Melva's soul — 
A confidence that faith had given— ^ 

Which gave her heart its kind control ; — 
It was the voice divine that told 

Her heart to " weep with those who weep"— ^ 
A wealth of trust and love untold. 

That stirred Adelbert's soul so deep. 

To him the world seemed now less cold, 

And less he cared for its applause ; 
He felt new joys, a thousand fold, 

Nor cared to show the world the cause : — 
It was affection's cheerful light. 

Based on affinities of heart ; — 
It was the dawn of pure delight. 

Of hope, and trust, and joy a part. 
And then Adelbert mused full well, — 

Compared the earthly with that joy 
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Which in the brighter i^^orld should swell, 
And far outshine all earth's alloy. 

Here, all was changing — ^not the high 

Of earth shall be the honored there ; 
Nor in that life beyond the sky 

Shall wealth its gilded tinsel wear : 
Then, from some higher, changeless sphere, 

He^heard a spirit-voice declare — 
Pure^ dear, congenial spirits here, 

/Shall be congenial spirits there: 
Then hope received a higher birth. 

At thought so new, sublime and grand — 
These dear affinities of earth 

Shall mingle in the Spirit-Land! 

No hope so dear had ev6r gleamed 

Across AdeIiBERt's suffering way; 
In fancy's hours he had not dreamed 

That such an atigel light might stay — 
Yes, stay with him, through trial's hour — 

The avenues of life re-light, 
And weave a fair, artistic bower, 

Decked with affection's garlands bright. 
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OUR HOME ABOVE. 

Our Father, wise aud good, conceive^ thp plan 
Of the Eternal City ; its length and breadth — 
Its towering height, and its foundations firm 
Were made by Him who is Uie light thereof. 
Those "jasper walls" were built at His command — 
Their sure foundations decked with precious stones ; 
Those gates of pearl, ^id that refulgent light — 
Conceptions grand of the Almighty .Mind, — 
Were all conceived in boundless depths divine. 
Of Wisdom Infinite — adapted well 
To meet the wants and highest joy sKpreme 
Of spirits immortal. It is a Home 
Where all the pure, the true, and all the good 
Shall peaeei^l, gladly rest, and rest forever ; — 
A rest for all the weary, and the lowly — 
A rest for each disciple of the Lord, 
Beyoni temptation, far from pain and toil— 
By Jmus' love prepared. 
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Let none suppose 
That Heaven can be a Home of happiness^ 
Supreme and absolute in every joy, 
Yet independent, still, of CHARitOTSR — 
The only capability of bliss. 
For, as earth's fiiirest and most charming scenes. 
Where prospects all are beautiful and bright^ 
May still be the abodes of selfishness, 
Depravity and crime, that bring remorse, 
So, also, j^o combinations of beauty — 
No developments of the great and grand — 
No skill of architect, most wonderful. 
Nor wisdom, high and glorious, displayed. 
Can bring — to spirits lost in selfish plans. 
With hearts morose — ^pure and unsullied blisS) 
Or happiness serene in future world. 
Place man where gems the purest, brightest shine — 
Conceptions high of the Creator'^s power, — 
If there he's vile, unhappy there he'll be. 
There may be painted on the clouds above 
A rainbow bright, most beautiful and grand, 
And there may be an eye, in vision perfect, 
To see the glorious arch and brilliant hues ; 
But without mind, to comprehend the skill 
And wondrous power of the Divine Creator, 
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There cannot be a thrill of pleasure pure, 
Or sense of joyful admiration high. 
And thus 'twould be of all the skill of God, 
In every world displayed. But let the mind 
Awake to all that's great, and wise, and good — 
To all that's lovely, benevolent, and pure, 
And then displays of each perfection true — 
Each combination of beauty, most sublime, 
And each development of might and power, 
Will strains of glad, admiring praise awake, 
And highest happiness forever swell. 

To minds that in the Infinite delight, 
And love the councils of the Holy One, 
There He is seen, in full perfection clad. 
And wisdom most supreme. And there will be 
Grand emblems of the true and good displayed 
To every mind that in the good delights. 
If beauty be the soul's high joy, ^tis there^ 
In combinations wonderful and bright. 
Beyond conception grand. And, for each soul 
That harmony most loves, God will awake, 
In songs enrapturing, glorious and pure. 
The sweetest strains of heavenly melody. 

There nothing lost — 
No weary labor for the needy done, — 
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No self-denial for the Saviour's cause — 
No earnest toil to elevate the race — 
To urge the erring from their sin to flee. 
But all shall meet their full reward at last, 
And God proclaim — " Ye did it unto Me." 

And such will be the Christian's Home Above, 
Bright Home of glory ! wond'rous to behold ! 
Fair Home of light, magnificence, and joy — 
High Home of grandeur, purity and rest ; 
A Home where God reveals His might and love — 
His wisdom Infinite — ^his care divine ! 



ACTION. 

Action, action, is the watch- word. 

Throughout Nature's vast domain ; 
Everything is onward moving. 

Round its orbit, o'er its plain ; 
Listen wisely to her teachings. 

And her voice will plain rehearse — 
^^ Nothing idle, nothing useless, 

Throughout all the Universe,^^ 
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Action, then, is Nature's genius — 
'Tis the balance of each star, 

As it makes its trackless circuit 
Through the universe afar : 

Not the sifn, our system's cexttre, 
Resteth in its flood of light. 

But, with all its hosts, rolls onward- 
Onward, in its ceaseless flight. 

So the earth is ever rolling 

Onward, with resistless force — 
True to Nature's perfect mandate, 

Day and ni^t repeat their course : 
Not the moon, so calmly shining, 

Resteth in its nightly reign, 
But is silent, constant gliding ' 

Onward, with the starry train. 

Trees, and plants, and grass are growlngp'-*** 

First, the bud, then leaf and flower, 
Every hill and plain is stirring 

With displays of active power; 
So the ocean never resteth, 

Nor the river, nor the rill, — 
All is growing, blooming, flowing, 

Nothing on the earth is still. 
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And shall man, endowed with reason, — 

Fitted for the noblest sphere. 
Still with sloth and rust corroding, 

Yet remain an idler here ? 
Never I never ! shout the echo ! 

Join with Nature to rehearse — 
Nothing idle, nothing useless, 

Throughout all the Universe I 
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Church of the Living God, awake ! awake ! 

No longer sleep ! 
Zion's immortal interests are* at stake, 

And error deep 
Is marring, with its dark and bitter tide 

The Christian vine — 
Is causing blight, and spreading sadness wide 

Through Church divine. 
Church of the Saviour's love ! awake, to-day ! 

Put forth thy hand. 
The tide of drear intemperance to stay 

Throughout our land ; 
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Speak for the pure, for truth, and virtue's part, 

In accents plain ; 
Put forth thy might to save each tempted heart 

From error's reign. 

Ohuroh of our fathers' choice ! 'tis time to speak — 

Speak for the oppressed-r- 
Bpeak for the lowly, the helpless and the weak, 

Nor think of rest 
Until each yoke and fetter, all are broken. 

And pure and free, 
The Church stands forth, a noble, faithful token 

Of liberty. 

Church of our Other's hope ! awake, and weep ! 

Nor weep alone ; 
The tide of wrong, so cruel, dark and deep, 

So strong has grown : 
^Tis time to act, girded with truthful might, 

Each foe subdue ; 
Be firm tmd strong, l>e faithful to the right — 

To God be true. 

dhurch of the Christian's hope ! to you the world 

Is looking now ; 
With freedom's banner pure and high unfurled. 

Fulfil each vow ; 
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Break every band, let every chain be riven, 

"With earnest care : 
The lowly point where rest and peace are given — 

Their burdens bear. 
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TKs Twilight I holy, peaceful hour f 

6a seek thy chamber, kneel and pray. 
Acknowledge there God's sovereign power. 
And thank Him for another day : 
Christian, a,n ihoii fueling cai'e ? 
To thy closet, leav6 it there j 
' Here we sorrow Hot aloiie, 
Kneel and pray, "Thy Will be don**** 

The Twilight cometh ; let its calm 

Bemind you of that heavenly rest. 
Where every grief shall find a balm;. 
And holy joy shall fill each breast : 
Cold and languid is your song ? 
Dost thou feel temptation strong 1 
Christian, to thy closet flee, 
^'Lift the heart and bow the Itnee*'* 
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The Twilight deepens — ^with its shade 

Most faithfully review thy life, 
And learning there what progress made, 
May nerve thee for the future strife : 
Onward, nor from love depart, 
Jesus loves a trusting heart ; 
Yielding all to grace divine. 
Bow and say, " Thy will is mine." 

The glorious Twilight ! see, bright genfis 

Are lighting up the vault of heaven ; 
An hour, thus set with diadems. 

May well to holy thoughts be given : 
Think how time has onward flown — 
Think of all His mercy shown ; 
Or, if thou hast felt the rod. 
Bow, but ever trust in God. 

The quiet Twilight ! dear I love. 

At such an hour of calm repose, 
To turn my thoughts to things above. 
Forgetting, then, life's bitter woes : 
Let feith arise — ^bow the will. 
Nature, now, is hushed and still ; 
Christian, to thy quiet bower 
Hasten, at the Twilight hour. 
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GARDEN OF THE HEART. 

The Heart to a Garden compare — 
Let culture be thorough indeed ; 

Plant none but the choicest things there — 
The purest and very best seed. 

Dig deep through the soil — ^yes, dig deep ; 

Tur^ up to the truth and the light, 
Then you, at the harvest, may reap 

The reward of the &ithful and right. 

Be thorough in culture — ^be true ; 

Remove all the weeds, as they starts 
Then cherish the rain and the dew. 

So tliat you develope the heart. 

Be early in culture; begin 

At the very firsft promise of spring ; 
Delay not, nor idle ; put in 

The purest, be3t thoughts you can bring. 
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Dig deep through the soil — ^very deep ; 

Turn the heart to Uie truth and the light : 
Be earnest in cidture, azul keep 

All the faculties polished and )>r]ght. 

Be thorough in cidture^ indeed; 

Remove all the weeds, as they start:; 
Plant, always, the heavenly seed, 

And this siwil develope the heart. 
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8ee, our Elm miyestic tower 
Near the douds, that darkly lower 
Wheii the summer gives us shower; 
^ere it stands, as years go by, 
Faithful pointing to the sky, 
Casting, still, a oooHng shade, 
O'er the green where childhood played. 

In the shade of that dear tree. 
Oft I've sported, young and free^ 
Full of hope and childish glee ; 
Oft what music there I've heard 
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From some happy sin^ng bird, 
Or, have watched thy shadows grow 
Towards the east, when sun was low. 

Dear Old Elm ! thy arms so wide, 
Spreading ont, on either side, 
Long have been my father's pride; 
O, how oft those arms have spread 
A shaded roof o*er childhood's head ^ 
There I've played, beneath some bough. 
With one who is an angel now. 

Long wave the boughs of that old Tree I 
They ever shall an emblem be — 
Awaking memories dear to me ! 
See, how it bows to fiercest blast, 
Yet rises when the storm is past ; — 
So, like that Elm, when storms go by, 
I'll bow, still looking to the sky. 

Now, after battling many a gale. 

Whose densest cloud, with swiftest sail. 

Swept fiercely o'er our lovely vale. 

Towering above its grassy bed, 

It lifts on high its leaf crowned head — 

Dearest monument, I ween, 

Of our homers most cherished scene* 
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I LOVE MY COUNTRY. 

O, my country ! much I love thee — 

Much I love thy vast domain — 
Love thy monuments of greatness — 

Love each splendid hill and plain. 
Far extending in thy vastness — 

Reaching out from sea to sea ; 
Dear in all thy varied scenery, 

Long my heart shall cherish thee. 
O, I'll sing of thee, my Country — 

Of thy enterprises grand, 
Love thee for thy rural glory — 

Love thee, as my father-land. 

Glorious Country ! much I love thee. 
For thy struggles, bold and true, 

"With the forest, with the savage. 
When this land was wild and new ; 

Yes, I love each lake and mountain, 
And thy rivers, long and wide. 

Winding through delightful valleys- 
Flowing on to meet the tide ; — 
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Love thee for thy forest grandeur — 
For each hill-side, and each plain. 

Where wide grain-fields, yearly waving, 
Sources of rioh^ golden gain. 

O, my CJountry ! much I love thee, 

For thy institutions free ; 
Bold and glorious is thy standard. 

Brightening patriot hopes in thee — 
Opening schools to poor and needy — 

Urging all to enter tjiere — 
Raising hopes that else must falter — 

Planting virtue everywhere ; 
Giving energy to science — 

To improvement, and to truth — 
Opening the paths of greatness 

To each thoughtful, earnest youth. 



Glorious Country ! much I love the 

Love thee for the noble few,' 
Who their fortunes, lives and honors, 

Pledged to make thee pure and true ; 
Yes, I love thee, for thy heroes — 

For thy patriots' living names — 
Names that live in song and story, 

Loved for pureness of their aims : 
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Search the world for purest motives — 

Search all bright, heroic lands — 
Still forever, pure and peerless, 

Washikgton unrivaled stands. 

O, my Country, much I love thee, 

With thy busy marts of trade — 
Landscapes of the purest beauty — 

Busy people, gay and staid. 
Prairies like the boimdless ocean, 

Rolling, swelling far away ; 
Here canals and railroad vieing 

For the commerce of the day ; 
Now improvement is the watch-word — 

Progress sets her standard high : 
All is earnest, quick and active, 

Bidding " Fogyism" die. 

Land of Freedom ! broad and glorious ! — 

Land of Freedom ! ever dear ! — 
Land of the Elective Franchise ! — 

Tyrants find no welcome here : 
True, dark spots still mar the picture— 

What fair scene that has them not? 
But, may patriotism hasten 

Time when these may be forgot : 
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So, I'll cherish thee, my Country, 
For thy enterprises grand — 

Love thee, in thy rural glory- 
Love thee, as my father-land. 



SONNET— THE DEAD. 

WRITTEN IN A GRAVE-YARD. 



The quiet dead ! they sleep around me here ! 
These stones are not their monuments to me ! 
What was the influence of each life's career 1 
What generous deeds 1 What kindly charity ? — 
These are the noble monuments of life. 
That live and shine beyond life's active day — 
These are the glories that outlive earth's strife. 
Remembered long beyond the tomb's decay ; 
Here sleeps a husband — father — ^wife — a mother. 
Whose hearts once beat with warm affection's tide ; 
A sister here, and there some well-loved brother ; 
And there rests one, perhaps, a promised bride : 
The mortal resteth here — the spirit fled 
Where none shall say the loved and dear are dead. 
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"JESUS WEPT." 

From highest courts where glory shone— 
Where angels hovering around fhe throne, 

Their harp strings swept, 
The Saviour came with pitying eye : 
He felt man's sorrow, heard his sigh, 

And with him wept. 

Anguish the kindest hearts had moved — 
And Lazarus, whom the Saviour loved, 

In death now slept ; 
When Martha to her Saviour cried, 
" Hadst thou been here he had not died ;" 

And Jesus wept. 

Those sisters had no power to save. 
And Lazarus in the silent grave 

Four days had slept : 
But Jesus' heart was ever kind. 
And yielding to the laws of mind, 

He with them wept. 
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And now with love and holy mein, 
He speaks, and calmly o'er the scene, 

A stillness crept; — 
^* Where have ye laid " that brother dear, 
And in that eye there starts ^ tear. 

For "Jesus wept." 

Again with thrilling power he spoke, — 
^' Come forth T and lo ! the dead awoke, 

Nor longer slept! 
Those words, majestic and profound, 
Awaken joy in all around 

Where Jesus wept. 

When sadness in its bitter forma, 
When sorrow with its fiercest storms 

Have o'er me swept— 
When all of earth looks dark and drear, 
This shall my long tried spirit cheer — 

The Saviour wept. 

When every hope of youth is rent — 
When fears or cruel discontent 

Have o'er me crept — 
When tasting much of life's alloy, 
This shall awaken peace iind joy — 

My Saviour wept. 
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FU trust that heart through every hour. 
If skies are bright or darkness lower. 

Nor yield to fears : 
Remembering, over human woe. 
The Saviour, when he dwelt below. 

Shed sacred tears. 

But, precious thought ! there'll be no crying, 
Nor any pain, nor any dying. 

Beyond the sky ; 
There Jesus' smile shall calm our fears, 
And his kind hand then wipe the tears 

From every eye. 



CHRISTIANS TO THE CLEVELAND PRISONERS. 

Brave friends of man ! with you we weep, 

Your noble act our love secures ; 
No bonds or prison bars shall keep 

Our hearts from sympathy with yours. 

You saw a brother man with hand 

Of tyrants on his manhood laid, 
And you arose, a noble band, 

And soon oppression's power was stayed. 
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We greet you in your prison walls, 
Brave heroes ! champions of the poor ! 

No palace grand, nor lordly halls 
Could make our sympathy so sure. 

We greet you while you suffer there, 
The victims of a fiendish wrong ; 

The God of Nations hears our prayer, 
And O ! OmnipoteDce is strong. 

You suffer in a cause most pure — 
Because unto the gospel true— 

Because you showed, with love most sure, 
That mercy you'd have shown to you. 

You suffer that the christian heart 
May wake to energy and prayer. 

And that your prison may impart 
The love of Freedom everywhere. 

You suffer that the world may see 
The vileness of oppression's might : 

O, may your long imprisoning be 
The world's awaking to the right. 

We'll teach each child the story o'er — 
Tell how you suffer for the cause ; 
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Teach them to hate oppression more, 
And to obey all " Higher Laws." 

And so our sympathies shall flow, 

And meet you at the Throne of Grace, 

Praying that from your bonds may grow 
Thb Liberty of evert Race. 



IMMORTAL GEMS. 

DEDIOATED TO MR. AND MRS. MDNBON. 

Immortal Gems ! Our Father gave 

Pure household jewels fair, 
To gild awhile life's earthly wave, 

Then be transplanted there ; 
They shone below in loveliness. 

And made our pathway light, 
And left upon our hearts impress 

Of things divinely bright. 

We saw the tokens of our love 
Unfolding pure and sweet — 

An Angel Flower — a " Pensive Dove," 
And Gems with life replete ; 



S26 IMMORTAL GEMS. 

Each song they sung— each precious ray 
That flashed from sparkling eye, 

Is treasured in our hearts to-day 
With love that cannot die. 

Our home was bright, and hope was strong- 

We were a loving band ; 
And ofl we sung that sweet, sweet song — 

" There is a Happy Land ;" 
And then a little eye would glow 

With light that seemed divine — 
That seemed to say to all below 

That " Land " will sooii be mine. 

And when we saw those eyes, with light 

That shone so much like heaven, 
We felt those rays of heart delight 

To earth were briefly given ; 
And so it proved — ^an angel flew, 

In death's dark, drear disguise. 
And bore our Gems beyond our view, 

To life beyond the skies. 

We watched them here, (a precious task,) 
With ceaseless love and prayer. 
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While they, with words of song would ask, 

Oh, " Are we almost there 1" 
But over the river they went away, 

Our little Gems Immortal ; 
And there they five in bliss to-day. 

Passed through the heavenly portal. 

No more, no more may we regret 

The change that brought them joy — 
But think what rapture they have met 

Free, free from earth^s alloy. 
O, give us, Father, from on high. 

Thy grace, to make us meet 
To greet those " Gems '^ beyond the sky. 

In joy and life complete. 



LET YOUR LIGHT SHINE. 

**'For sadder sight no eye can know> 
Than proud bari^ae lost, or seaman's woe. 

The Shipwbkok of tkb 8ou£. 

On yonder bleak and rocky shore, 

A noble light-house towers, 
Sending its blazing rays afar, 

Through all the night's dark hours ; 
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The watohman looked complaoently 

Upon that brilliant light, 
Casting its beams for leagues aroundy 

So constant and so bright. 
A traveler was standing near 

And saw his earnest gaze, 
Then asked, " What if some dreary night 

That light should cease to blaze ?' 

" It cannot be !" the watchman cried, 

" Impossible !" said he, 
Amazed and startled at the thought 

Of such calamity ; 
" Why, sir," he said and pointing Hblt 

Where ocean meets the sky, 
" Yonder, where nothing can be seen, 

Fair ships are passing by, 
And if to-night, by any chance. 

My light should cease to bum. 
Each crew exposed there justly would 

A careless watcher spurn." 

"They'd tell the world, that on this night 

A careless watchman there, 
His post deserted and thus left 

Their vessels to despair ; 



^ 
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I feel responsible each hour, 

And oft in such a night, 
As If the eyes of all the world 

Were looking at my light. 
That light go outt that light bum dim t 

It cannot, must not be ! 
But constant send its beacon rays, 

Far out upon the sea f ' 

And was the keeper of this Hght, 

So vigilant and true — 
Always so ready to perform 

The work left him to do ? 
How earnest then should christians be, 

That all the light divine 
That heaven bestows upon their hearts 

Should bright and constant shine. 
What vast responsibility ! 

To each, to each 'tis given : 
To be a light unto the world, 

A guiding star to heaven. 

And shall that precious light grow dim, 

And cease to be a guide 

To spirits struggling with the waves 

Of life's tempestuous tide ? 
11 



W^ MT HOraS ANB JOT. 

Awake, arouse, eadi christian hearty. 

Behold the sinner's strife, 
And like a &ithfi)l watchman, now 

Hold out the « Lighfc of Lifel" 
Then at^l eo^h, earne9t christian h^v^ 

A £uthfiil beacon utand. 
Pointing tb^ yoyagiers of earth 

To yonder, better Isaad^l 



MY HOPE AND JOY. 



When pain and weariness h^d made the lone, long years 

seem drear. 
No sunlight in the horizon of this frail world^s career, 
A star of hope most pure and bright, pierced through the- 

clouds around. 
And cheered my heart that very day, with woman's love 

profound ; 
Then gladness and true gratitude arose above the strife 
And she became from that same hour the hope and joy of 

life. 

Her nature, always earnest, hada.true devoted heart,^ 
Where the kindliest emotions into- thoughtful being start ; 
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She was ready, always ready, with a sympathy divine. 
To share the lot of suffering, and ease and wealth resign ; 
And I look back o'er the pathway of our mutual hopes and 

fears. 
And see the smiling angel light that cheered those long, 

long years. 

Ah ! who shall tell the trials long, affection hath endured ! 

No hope but in that faithfulness God's promise hath assured ; 

But everywhere along the way, above the darkest doud, 

We felt Our Fathsr orders all, and ever trusting bowed; 

And while that confidence upholds, and calms the earthly 
strife, 

I find in that congenial mind, th^ hope ^d joy of life. 

To-day my earnest heart enshrines that spirit in the soul, 

And renders gratitude sincere for love*s high, pure control; 

And memories dear and pure awake of all l^at constant 
flame, 

That glowed in that d<&voted heart until she bop&my name* 
And now my trust is still ip Him who gave me tl^at dear 
wife. 

To be companion of the soul, the hope and joy of life. 
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ALL THE LORD'S. 

OOHBBORATION HTMlf. 

''Tis done ! these doubts and fears are passed. 
And I am all th^ Lord^s, at last, 

According to his word ; 
To Mercy's call I yield, I yield. 
The solemn covenant is sealed. 

With Jesus' precious blood. - 

The boundless love that on me smiled. 
And owned me as a trusting child. 

Spoke all my sins forgiven ; 
Yes, Jesus owns — ^faith triumphs now ; 
He stamps upon my fading brow 

The deep impress of heaven. 

Now, grateful for my Saviour's call, 
Into his gracious arms I &11, 

Extended arms of love ; 
While from my soul ascends the flame 
Back to the fountain whence it came, 

Eternal fount above. 
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Glorious Saviour ! now he raises, 
Cheerful and delightful praises 

From my confiding soul ; 
And while his grateful praise I sing, 
High let the joyful echo ring, 

Jesus hath made me whole ! 

Now he soothes my lengthened sorrow, 
Tells of peace and joy to-morrow, 

Among the pure and blest. 
Now all the passions of my soul, 
Yielding to his supreme control. 

Are calmed and hushed to rest. 

O ! I would sing a song of praise. 
As joyful as the angel's lays, 

Or with them bear a part ; 
Now join my song, swell loud the strains ! 
Give praise to God ! the Saviour reigns, 

O'er all my grateful heart ! 
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' OH, HOW rVE LIVED!— OH, COULD I TALK!" 

Thus spoke a man in middle life, 

Whose heart had careless proved 
To God's appeals — to spirit's strife — 

To truth that should have moved. 

The warning voice, the earnest call, 

From Bible sounding clear : 
The prayers of faithful christians, all, 

Turned not from sin's career. 

But 4ealth approached atid quickly drew 

The "Vale from spirit world. 
And gave the soul one vivid view 

Before its shaft was hurled. 

The past was seen in all its strange 

Neglect of God's commands : 
He saw the future boundless range — 

The Law and its demands. 
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He saw as with the lightnmg's dart, 

The hopeless, wasted years, 
And conscience's stings deep move the heart, 

But not the fount of tears. 

•^ Oh, how f Ve HVed," he fioW i*pi€SBrtift, 

While with eonvuMons tossed ; 
*"0h, could I talk," he gasps or speaks, 

But life's bri^t hours ace lost. 

** Oh, how Fve lived," neglecting all 

The hopes of meroy given^ 
"Forgetting duty, every caH, 

That seemed to tirge to heavbn. 

^* Oh, oouid I talk, my words should wara 

Eadi living friend to-day, 
JNo more the Word of God to scorm. 

But to repent and pray«" 

^Eoo late, alas ! he wakes to feel 

•niefoiHy<tf delays 
Too late h« teadi^ tike dreadful UeA 

Of sin's alluriiig Way I 

Too late h^ crees how i^, unwise, 
X6 Bjpend lMe'i» years for.noi^hli!}-^ 
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Too late beholds, with mortal eyes. 
The ruin sin has wrought ! 

He sees how strangely folly's charms 
Have led to folly's fate !— 

He sees how broad were Mercy's arms,- 
But, ah! he sees too late! 



*» ALL'S WELL NOW, MA'MA!'' 

Mother ! hear those angel whispers I — 

Hear that pretty angel song ! — 
Hear the music of the harpers 

Joining with the angel throng ! 
O ! that song is so delightful. 

And that music is so sweet. 
Let me hasten there to join them 

Ii^4jiat pure and bright retreat : 
"All well now, Ma'ma^ 
All well now!" 

Mother ! what is that before me, 
Shming, gleaming, pure and bright ? 
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Every thing is fair and brilliant — 

Every thing appears so light ! 
O ! it is a heavenly mansion. 

And I see the Saviour there ! 
Mother ! he is calling ^' Lizzie/' 
Let me go, those joys to share ! 
"All well now, Ma 'ma. 
All well now!" 

Mother ! there's a little child-form 

Singing near the Saviour's side — 
Can it be your little " Eddie ?" 

Don't you know you said he dted? 
Mother ! will you still be cheerful. 

Though each child to God is given 1 
Bye-andbye you'll come to meet us, 

Yonder in the rest of heaven : 
"All well now, Ma 'ma, 
AU well now!" 

Brother ! will you think of Sister — 

Think of all our happy hours? — 
Love our Papa, and our Mother — 

Love the trees and birds and flowers 1 
Kiss me now, once more, dear Mother — 

Let me kiss dear Brother, too ! 
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Good-bye, Mother— rlove the Saviour- 
This is now my last adieu ! 
"All well ^ow, Ma 'ma, 
All well now!" 



LINES, 

Addreued to the BeT. T. A. W.,.011 his learing College and Stmdy, and 
taking a Pastoral Charge. 

And now for the contest ! 

You have taken the field ; 
Fierce may be the struggle, 

But, O, never yield ; 
Be fAithful, be watchfulj 

Through all the hard fight. 
If souls you would rescue 

From sin's cursing blight. 

Think not of the future — 
When'^the harvest shall come ; 

But see that to-day 
Each duty is done ; 

The fields are fast whit'ning, 
The laborers few, 
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Then do with your might 
What the hands find to do. 

Arouse with the morning. 

Go labor and toil, 
Lest your hopes of the noon 

Some aceident foil ; 
Through each fleeting moment — 

Through all the long day, 
■Still, still point the erring 

To Jesus, " The Way.** 

And when evening cometh, 

Think nc^ 'tis too late — 
A " bark" in the " oflSng" 

For a " pilot" may wait. 
Again raise your " glass," 

The horizon sweep. 
Lest some londy vessel 

Go down in the deep. 

Like a bold, faithful watchman, 

Stand out on the tower, 
Though strong be the tempest, 

Or threatening clouds lower, 
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The wandering point 
To that refuge above. 

Where God is unfolding 
His deep, boundless love. 

The world will entice you. 

But join not its strife ^ 
Ask not your reward 

In the glitter of life ; 
To see the bound loosened — 

The guilty made free> 
Let such consolations 

Your recompense be. 

When life's labor is ended, 

And rest shall be given, 
Then lay down your sheaves 

At the portals of heaven ; 
Each soul you may rescue 

From sin and despair, 
Shall be a bright gem 

In your coronet there. 
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SUMMER IS GOING. 

Summer is going — ^its beauty and brightness 

Are bidding adieu to the hill-side and plain ; 
The gay, blooming flowers, with sweetness and brightness, 

Are bidding farewell to "Old Summer" again. 
Eapidly, rapidly, beauty is flying, 

The Seasons are striving on every bright field; 
Adown each bright valley the contest descrying. 

We know that the Summer to Autumn must yield. 

Summer is going — ^the birds, in their sorrow. 

Have left the gay scenes of a bright Summer home ; 
Change is still working — ^to-day and to-morrow — 

Change is the aspect wherever we roam ; 
The stem-king of Autumn breathes on the woodland, 

And quickly the leaves droop, wither and fall ; 
Everywhere, everywhere, from mountain to ocean strand, 

Change is procuring the fading of all. 

Summer is going — the lilac is &ding. 

The snow-ball and snow-drop are dropping their leaves^ 
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While well-ripened grain each gamer is lading, 
And fruit, in abundance, the cellar receives. 

Eamestly, eamestlj, with early morning. 
Brisk hands are busy securing ripe fruit ; 

Beauty still lingers, in pure, rich adorning. 
And Nature is lovely, though Summer's now mute. 

Summer is going; but patient and sweetly 

She turns, just to throw back another &ir flower, 
Then rapid retreating, graceful and neatly, 

Forsakes the gay scenes of each bright, blooming bower ; 
Bapidly, rapidly, down through the valley — 

Rapidly, rapidly, over the hill. 
The frost-king, with stenmess, is making a sally. 

And leaving his breath on each leaflet and rill. 



MORAL WORTH BETTER THAN SPLENDOR. 

Often is the world astonished 

By some brilliant, blazing star, 
Or a wondrous comet dashing 

Through the universe aflur ; — 
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Meteors, with glare and splendor, 

Gleam athwart the evening sky. 
Great endowments often sparkle, 

Pleasing to the public eye ; 
But 'tis Moral Worth and virtue 

Forms a basis, pxire and true — 
For a lasting reputation 

That will shine with steady hue. 

Truth and candor, unaffected, — 

Kindness, piety, and trust, — 
Each conjoined with pure uprightness,— * 

Always frugal, always just. 
These, 'tis true, may not astonish, 

By a vivid, startling glare. 
But their mild and peaceful lustre 

Shines on, steady, pure and fair ; 
Noble souls may be distrusted, — 

Sometimes be misunderstood, — 
But a just reward is given. 

Final, to the piu-e and good. 

« 

Doubt and sorrow, care and trial 

Come to all, in some d^ee ; 
None enjoy earth's full desire — 

None from disappointment free ; 



344 8EB THB BRIGHTKS8S. 

But, in every chaDging station, 

Moral Worth brings true respect, 
Honor'd by each noble spirit, 

Prized and lov'd by every sect ; 
Do not waver, do not falter, — 

Unto principle be true; — 
Soon will come the final triumph, 

Bringing full reward to view. 



SEE THE BRIGHTNESS. 

Nature always gleams with brightness, 

We may see it everywhere ; 
From the king of day 'tis sparkling — 

From the moon reflected fair ; 
Every star that glitters yonder. 

In the canopy of night, 
Tells us, through those rays of glory, 

That the universe is bright ; 
Even clouds that gather round us. 

At the glorious day's decline, 
Often teem with silvered brightness, 

Or with golden fringes shine. 
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See what splendor, and what brightness 

Now the morning brings to view ; 
See it gleaming from the heavens, 

Sparkling from the globes of dew ; — 
See it when the noon-day glory 

Gloom and darkness quite defy ; 
See it in the flashing sun-beam^ 

Lighting up the evening sky — 
See it in the tranquil river, 

Like some mirror, polished bright; — 
See it in the dashing brooklet, 

Leaping, foaming, with delight. 

There is brightness in the spring-time ; 

See it glimmer through the leaves — 
In the hues of pink and purple 

That adorn the blooming trees ; — 
See it in the fruitful summer, 

Bright with harvest's golden hue ; — 
See it in the fragrant clover. 

That is brightening every view ; — 
So the chilly, blowing winter 

Also puts on robes of white ; 
And the autumn, sear and yellow. 

Still is cheerful, still is bright. 
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On the dark and lowering storxn-cloud 

Often fiit the rays of light ; 
And the raiabow's gleam of glory 

Thrills each heart with pure delist; 
In the pure and limpid waten^ 

Where the playHoI fish are firee^ 
SpcMTting in dieir liquid fountains, 

Bays of pleasing beauty see; — 
In the garden, field and prairie^ 

See the countless flowers sMne; 
Learn from all dMise tiBes of bri^itness 

Thftt thw Author is divine. 

There is brightness in our natures, 

When Infection riiks tike heart; — 
See it in the glistening tear-drops 

That ih>m sympathy will start:; — 
See It in tlie sodsl circle, 

Making home a smiling spot, 
Where the spirit sweetly i^teth. 

Care and sorrow quite forgot ; — 
See it in tile Christian spirit. 

When his earthly hopes are riven. 
Looking to the calm and brightness 

Of his future rest in heaven. 
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THE CHRISTIAN. 

Always standing first and noblest, 

In the great Creator's plan, 
All intelligenoe proclaim him, 

As " the highest style of man.** 
Never rash and never careless, 

Always humble, true and kind. 
There is something pure and earnest^ 

Clearly stamped upon his mind. 
Active, generous and faithful. 

To accomplish life's great end ; 
Here the lowly and the needy 

Have a true and earnest friend. 

If the wicked try oppression, 
Or would injure peace or home, 

He looks forward to those mansions, 
Where the wicked never come ; 

Friends may &lter — may forsake him» 
All look dark this side of heaven. 
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To a friend that changes never, 
All his confidence is given — 

Then that friend speaks words of promise, 
And his spirit bows to hear : 

" Call on me in all thy sorrow, 
I am with you — do not fear !" 

Not for ease or earthly splendor, 

Does the humble Christian live, 
Each immortal is a brother — 

Kindness he will always give ; 
God and conscience will support him, 

Faithful to perform his part. 
All professions of devotion. 

Are effusions of his heart. 
Firmly he adheres to duty. 

Comes the crown, or comes the rod. 
Duty is his constant watchword. 

Then he leaves results with God. 

Those afflictions which to others 
Seem as messengers of wrath. 

Come to him with voice of mercy, 
Echoing along his path ; 

Where the wicked discern nothing 
But the horrors of the storm, 
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The enlightened christian spirit 

Always sees an angel form 
Hence his spirit is unruffled 

By the changing scenes of life : 
All is peaceful, tranquil, hopeful, 

Free from fear, or doubt, or strife. 

O, how much the humble Christian 

In earth's struggle has to feel, 
But with all the throes of sorrow, 

Comes the Balm, so free to heal ; 
Then the promise, O how cheering. 

To the suffering child of love, 
" There is rest for all the weary," 

And a precious " home above !" — 
Home of glory — ^home.of triumph ! 

Free from pain, distress or strife ; 
And through faith his patient spirit 

Grasps a purer, higher life. 

There is something high and holy. 

In the Christian's sacred vow, 
A sweet purity of spirit, 

That lights up his noble brow ; 
And he acts with earnest vigor — 

Or with patience suffers on, 
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Besting all his hopes in heaven 
When his usefulness is gone; 

And he sees beyond earth's oonflict^ 
Where the faithful soul is blest^ 

** Where the wicked eease foom troubling. 
And the weary mre at restP 



SONNET— TO THE BIRDS. 

The Birds, with joyful song, s^em ever glad, 

They cheer the summer and give Joy to spring ; 
No earthly change appears to make them sad — 

Who does not love the melody they bring? 
They stoop to earth, and gather bounties given, 

Then sip from fountains of the brook or river. 
But quickly turn their heads and eyes to heaven, 

As if to thank the great and generous Giver. 
Then welcome, ever, is the Birds' return ; 

Their songs of gladness shall give pure delight; 
In all their beauty may Wi8 each discern 

The Maker's wisdom, and His ceaseLess might ; 
At their sweet notes how quick doth pleasure start ! 

Then let the Birds have place in every heart. 
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LIBBIK 

I love thee, dearest Libbie, 

So faithful, kind and true ; 
I love thee, gentle Libbie, 

As bright flowers love the dew. 
For thou hast been to me as true 

In sorrow's bitter hours. 
As Grod's own bright and pearly dew 

Upon the fainting flowers. 

I love thee when together, dear, 

Scarce less when we're apart; 
The memory of each tear for me, 

Peep stirs my loving heart ; 
I love thee, for tl^y gieotle heart. 

When I am grieving, gri^v^ 
Witl^ cadence like October wiiid 

Among t^e falling leaves. 

I love thee for thy sympathy — 
Thy cheerful, sunny smile. 
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Which plays upon a ruby lip 
That cannot utter guile ; 

I love thee, for 'mid weal and wo, 
Like Idsd to its shrine. 

Thy heart has only firmer grown, 
And closer clung to mine. 

Yes, / will love thee always, dear. 

Though sundered long and wide, 
Still I will love thee, true and well. 

Whatever fate betide ; 
If thou wilt smile, as thou hast smiled, 

And near me fondly stay, 
And let thy heart respond to mine. 

While sorrows fly away. 



PEACE. 

Peace is the heart's dearest treasure, 
The purest of earthly, gems — 

Gives wealth to the soul without measure, 
Far dearer than gold diadems. 

Peace lightens the burden of sadness. 
And fits us for usefulness here ; 



BONNET — MAY. 

ft doubles each measure of gladness, 
Gives life a pleasant career. 

Peace may surpass understanding, 
^* My peace I give unto you;" 

It lives in the soul, notwithstanding 
The shadows of earth are in view 

Peace ! may it ever be flowing 
'"To all of His followers here; 
While charity, bright'ning and glowing, 
Makes every grace doubly dear. 

Peace ! precious token from heaven, 
The offspring of faith and of love, 

The pledge that afleclion has given. 
Of rest in the mansions above. 



2^3 



SONNET— MAY. 



Bright Queen of Months! divinely pure and sweet! 

Spreading a world of beauty everywhere; 

With flowery pearls and brilliant gems replete, 

£)ecking our homes with Nature^s fairest care, 
12 
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A carpet green is spread o'er hill and vale,. 

With velvet richness, varied, bright and grandj 
Pure balmy fragrance floats on every gale, 

And songs resound from glad aerial band ; 
All Nature vies to put on forms most fair — 

The sky seems bending with a milder hue. 
And May delights each vernal joy to share. 

While grateful hearts enjoy the lovely view : 
Welcome to thee. Fair May, the vernal Queen I 
Bright May ! Sweet May ! with garments dyed ia green I 



SONNET— OCTOBER. 



October reigns ! The month of golden corn I 

Again returns autumnal harvest hours ; 

Again we note the fading of the flowers 
Before the blasting of each frosty morn. 
The grand old forests now put off their green. 

Changing and bright'ning with a thousand hues, 

Yet decking earth with brilliant, gorgeous views. 
Through bursting shucks the ripe brown nuts are sefen — 



THOUGHT AND THE TELSOBAPH. 255 

The cellar now the ripened fruit receives, 

Fair moon-lit nights ring loud with notes of glee, 
From husking frolic or from apple-bee. 

While earth is strewn with withered, faded leaves. 
The com is gathered, still earth's fruitful mould 
Is thickly dotted with bright tints of gold. 



THOUGHT AND THE TELEGRAPH. 

Thought awakens — now before me 

Lies the world in one embrace, 
Quickly nation after nation 

The electric wires enlace ; 
Land*to land is nearer drawing. 

City unto city bound — 
Space becomes annihilated. 

Thought begirts the earth around ; 
Thought hath scaled the lofty mountains. 

Valley unto valley chained ; 
Now it darts through ocean's caverns — 

Thought triumphant is proclaimed ! 
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Thought out-flies the light of morniDg ! 

Not on fancy's aimless car, ' 
But in real, earnest language, 

Sends intelligence afar : 
Seated bold in " lightning chariot," 

Thought delighted flies away, 
Earth's broad journey seems a plaything — 

Thought no longer brooks delay ! 
It forsakes accustomed channels — 

Draws most distant empires near ; 
Thought to-day seems just awaking — 

Who shaQ tell its griand career? 

Thought forsakes old "Babel" building- 
Shuns the " Pyramidic" art, 

Deserts yield a path to science, 
China starts to act her part, 

Thought is flying, urging onward ; 
India turns to ask the cause, 

Russia listens, early yielding 

** Serfdom " to more humane laws'. 

Thought, her curious channels spreading. 
Girts each continent and sea. 

And the nations, all rejoicing, 
Hold a festive jubilee ! 
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Thought ! the glory of my coujatry ! 

Still the muse shall sing o,f thee — 
Tell of art and scie^ce binding 

Ours, to lands beypn^ the s^ : 
Continents sp bound t()gether, 

New impetus ^gives ,to ^thought. 
Who can tell the .9.tartlijng (^a,ngQS, 

By the wpnd'rous " Cable " wrqyjght^ 
These are only the unfolding 

Of the wise Creator's plan ; 
Earth and sea ai;id (i^ir uniting, 

Bless the brotherhood of man. 

Thought, electrified and glowing. 

Fears no tyrant's stem behest ; 
Long may mercy crOV» each message, 

Bringing nations hope and rest; 
Hail the day that binds all people. 

In a brotherhood of peace ! 
May each new-born thought awakened, 

Bid benevolence increase. 
Haste the day of peaceful mission^ 

And the time arf'iying whei;! 
We shall know no .other tidings— 

"^Peace on earth— good will tp xn^.'?,^ 
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Thought awakens — ^now before me 

Lies the world in one embrace, 
Quickly nation after nation 

The electric wires enlace ; 
Now the world is linked together 

By those strange magnetic strands — 
Thought hath found a curious channel 

Down among the coral sands : 
Let my country give examples, 

That shall thrill the mystic wire, 
And, through every distant nation, 

Urge the motto — ^Highbr ! Higher ! ! 



JOY, 

Joy comes like Spring, with flowers 
To deck our earthly lot — 

How drear and waste the hours 
Where quiet Joy comes not. 

Joy is the light of the morning — 
The beauty of noon-day bright ; 

It shines for the soul's adorning, 
And scatters the shadows of night. 
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Joy gives fruit in its season, 

And scatters each thought of despair, 

And beauty, uniting with reason, 

Paints brightness and loveliness there. 

It sends us peace for the evenii^, — 

Gives twilight a holier light, — 
ft shows us the folly of grieving, 

And opens the fount of delijght. 

Joy is the fruit of the Spirit, 

And comes to all humble hearts, — 
A treasure that all may inherit, — 

JL blessing that goodness imparts. 



CAN YOU LOVE ME? 

Can you love me — ^wHl you love me ? j 
Asks my heart of you to-day ; — 

43peak, fair Melva, lovely Mklva, 
I-et me hear j^our answer, pray ; 
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: • r ' • ■ f , 

Can you tell me— will you tell me. 
That mjr asking is not vain — 

That my hoping, not provoking, 
Gives you pleasure, never painl 

Can you love me — ^will you Jove me. 

With that heart, so pure and free? 
While I'm seeking, asking speaking. 

Let me hear response from thee ; 
Don't disdain me, tell me plainly. 

For Pm anxious now to know, 
While I'm waiting, kindly stating. 

Answer plainly — ^Yes or Ijo !. 

Can you love me — ^will you love me ? 

I must urge again my suit — 
While I'm waiting, hoping, waiting,. 

Do not longer now be mute ! 
Tell me duly, faithful, truly— 

Tell me plainly as you can ; 
Think maturely, answer surely, — 

! am I the happy man i 
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1 COULD LOVE YOU ! 

I could love you — ^I would love you, 

Only show a manly heart — 
Show to others- -sisters, brothers. 

Thou canst act a noble part ; — 
Show thy spirit doth inherit 

Manly virtues, pure and true, 
Then I'd whisper, softly whisper. 

That my heart was loving you. 

I could love you — ^I would love you, 

If I saw your manly form 
Shunning error, hating error, — 

Meeting firmly all life's storm ; — 
Self-denying, always trying 

To create a sunny smile, — 
Earnest living, and forgiving, — 

Such may well my love beguile. 

I could love you — ^I would love you. 
If from right you never stray, — 



262 I COUU) lOVE YOU. 

Always trusting, never lusting, 

You went not from Truth away ; — » 

Hating ever, and forever, 
All that's wrong, and low, and mean, 

Shunning gladly, never sadly, 
Every vulgar, guilty scene. 

I could love you — ^I would love you, 

If we were congenial minds, — 
Seeing likeness in the brightness, 

Where each ray of beauty shines ; 
Could I see you, and believe you, 

With an earnest, trusting soul. 
Earnest striving, faithful rising 

Quite above each mean control. 

I could love you — I would love you. 

Could I see your manly arm 
Bringing gladness, changing sadness. 

Guarding weakness, still from harm ;- 
Could I see you, and believe you. 

Acting thus life's noble part, 
Then I'd ever, and forever. 

Bid you welcome to my heart! 



LOVE'S MEMORIES, 

At vn ftBATv or no mmMfaoKD, 

^e dearest tie of earth is broken, 
Now cold and stiU that breast, 

The earth farewell of love was spoken, 
A sainted soul is blest, 

And I am left in silent grief, 

Or in this thought to find relief — 
Hers is a.keavenly rest. 

She taught my heart most well to love, 

A spirit pure and high. 
And *thdn was called to rest above, 

Where love shall know no sigh : 
She taught me how to live below. 
Then in the hour of death and woe, 

She taught me how to die. 

That loving life, to me unfurled, 
So kind, so piore and sweet, 
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Has made this shaded, changing world 

Now seem a cold retreat ; 
Bat in that world where love is blesty 
Where sainted ones forever rest, 
The pure in heart shall meet. 

Her spirit, nerved with holy aim. 
With high and pure desire, 

Is glowing now with heavenly flame^ 
Where angel souls admire ; 

And, oh, she is not lost to me — 

Love's sweet communion still shall be. 
Dearer, purer, higher. 

Her spirit looketh down, perchance,^ 
From love's unclouded skies, 
I seem again to meet her glance. 
From those dear, love-lit eyes ; 
She may not come to earth again. 
But to that home where seraphs reigny 
My spirit soon may rise. 

And still there may be union here,. 

Through all life's lonely flight, 
Such memories dear shall daily cheer — 

Such hope make life still bright ; 
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Thus loving still that sainted soul, 
And yielding to its pure control, 
Shall share love's pure delight. 

From yonder skies, so pure and free, 

With sweet, angelic view, 
I'll think that still she smiles on me, 

And joys that I am true ; 
And she shall share my noblest love. 
Until we meet in heaven above. 

No more to say adieu ! 



THE DISCIPLINE OF UPE. 

High oyer all He lives and reigns. 

Our great Creator God ; 
Wisdom supreme alike ordains 

Life's comforts, or the rod ; 
Then let us feel, in joy or strife. 
It is the discipline of life. 

If love of self, or ease, or fame, 
Exuberant should grow — 
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Scandal should blight our cherished name^ 

And lay our idol low : 
O, Christian, bow — ^this pruning knife, 
Is but the discipline of life. 

Sometimes the shadows Mi so fiist 
No proq>ect seems to please, 

We almost faint, and say, alas ! 
Against me are all these ; 

be faithful still in all the strife^ 

And mark the discipline of life^ 

iB'ulfill life's highest mission here. 

Wherever duty calls, 
Think not that in some different sphere, 
X More joy, less shadow falls — 
If given wealth, or power, or strife. 
The end, the discipline of life. 

When Christian, from his home above. 
Reviews earth's trying hours, 

And knows alike the end was love. 
Life's sunshine or its showers ; 
* Then all shall see, when through the strife, 

How wise the discipline of life. 
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. Then storm and struggle will be o'er, 

There suffering hours all past, 
These sorrows' wayes shall rise no more—* 

No*more earth's chilling blast; — 
There peacdul, cea^less rest be giyen> 
No painful discipline in heaven. 



UNION. 

Sacred, tranquil, peaceful Union, 
Should cement all Christian hearts, 

Union of the purest feelings, 
Bound with love in all it^ parts ; 

Let this be a living watch-word, — ' 
Union with the pure and just^ 

Nerving everjr earnest spirit- 
Curbing every hurtful lust : 

Such a Union, pure and peaceful. 
How it should all hearts entwine, 

Giving to each soul assurance 
That its Author is divine. * 
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Patriots, listen, listen wisely, — 

Shall your country's fame endure 1 
Know that Union, to have vigor. 

Must be first and always pufe ! 
Union, not with wrong and error — 

Not with tyranny and vice. 
Such a bond is weak, degrading. 

Patriots, count ye well the price : 
Bid your comitry's name and glory. 

Justice, truth, and right combine^ 
This shall tell among the nations, 

That " Our Union" is divine. 

• Sway the North with light and justice. 

Gird the South with truth and right — 
East and West unite with'virtue. 

Each enlarging freedom's flight ; 
Then shall Union be a treasure — 

Then shall Union bless our land. 
And a great and happy people. 

Shall with freedom's life expand. 
Then a bond of peaceful Union 

Shall the stars and stripes entwine, 
And the nations shout the glory, 

Of a Union so divine. 
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But the highest, purest Union 

Should adorn the scenes of home ; 
There contention should not enter — 

There division never come ; — 
There a noble, loving patience, 

And forbearance should exist, — 
Hearts o'erflow with loving kindness, 

Which aU jealousies resist ; 
Such a hopeful, precious Union, — 

Every spirit must refine, — 
Such a Union is ennobling,— 

Such a Union is divine. 



SPEAp: KINDLY. 

O, did ve see how much of woe 
An unkind word may cause, 

Before we could suspicion sow. 
Surely pur Jips would pause ; 

And for the erring all our care, 

"\!7ould rise in ^lumble, earnest prayer. 



] 
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How prudent is the Christian "heart 

Against an evil word ! 
As soon with his own fame would part 

As to condemn unheard ; 
From such a crime his spirit turns, 

And with the utmost loathing bums. 

What ! join the gossip of the world 
Against a brother's fame! 

No ! sooner let the shaft be hurled 
At my own valued name — 

Sooner let wrong be cast on me, 

Than I should join to censure theei 



FRIENDSHIP. 



Though miine's a painful, suffering life, 
"Still Friendship large is given, 

To cheer and soothe in all the strife. 
And Hope sees rest in heaven ; 

A rest from care, from toil and pain. 

Where Friendship's blessings ever reign- 



) 
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Then tell me not that earth is drear, 

And dark and selfish, too, 
To me a thousand charms still cheer 

Life's ever varying view; 
On every changing scene below. 
Some kind designs of Friendship glow, 

'Tis true, some hearts are cold and stem 

With self in all they do ; 
But others most intensely yearn 

With Friendship, pure and true ; 
And this illumes each sorrowing night, 
And gives to earth a brighter light. 

Yes, Friendship is a precious ray. 

Sent here to guide and cheer ; 
It holds a pure and living sway. 

O'er all of earth's career. 
And sways our kindness into love. 
Like that which fills our " home above," 

I love to think of Friendship's power, • 

It sets my heart aglow — 
Give's brightness to life's painful hour. 

Such as the angels know ; 
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Then we forget the pain an,d care, 

And earthly scenes seem bright and fair. 

Pure Friendship ! How it fits the mind 

To bear the ills of life, 
And through her power far more resigned, 

We meet the toil and strife ; 
While richly blest with Friendship here, 
We feel we shall be richer there. 

What'er of earth I must resign. 

Take friendship not away, 
But let each true and kind design 

Forever with me stay ; 
And from what else I needs must part, 
Still, still may Friendship warm my heart. 

Each day give me to feel and know. 

The value of a Friend ; 
Through all life's suffering here below. 

Let Friendship still attend — 
To comfort, guide, and onward cheer, 
T^ Friendship's more developed sphere. 
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THE LAST SABBATH OF THE YEAR. 

Among these scenes of seeming bliss, 

How few will drop' a tear, 
Or think to say farewell to this 

Last Sabbath of the year. 

Of those, to-day, whose lives are free. 

Moved deep with hope or fear. 
How many who will never see 

Another closing year. 

Improve the hours, for they are brief — 
Help dry some mourner's tear. 

Bring others joy, remove some grief. 
Before the closing year. • 

To trust, confide, forever dare, 

With every hope set high. 
And soon all peacefully may share 

A Sabbath in the sky. 
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Till then, may every spirit find, 
Their thoughts on things above — 

Until from earthly dross refined. 
To drink celestial love. 



THE DEPARTED YEAR, 

How soon another year has gone — 
That point of time on which we stood. 

Its momients all have hurried on 
To meet the years beyond the flood. 

Each full, fiiU joy, all heart-felt woes, 
Are surely numbered with the past ; 

Days, hours and weeks are borne to those 
Eternal shores, unseen and vast. 

How many hopes, and what delight, 
Have met with disappointment drear, 

Since first the glorious source of light. 
Shone on the morning of the year. 
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Many who madp the air resound^ 

At its approach with joyfiil hearts. 
To-day are mouldering under ground, 

A prey to death's unerring darts. 

And e're another iBieeting year. 

Shall glide to that eternal shore*, 
Many will leave this changing sphere. 

And greet their earthly friends no more. 

So jfuture years shall pass away, 

And former scenes be acted o'er, 
Until the angel's trump shall say, 

Time, ^^Tlme on earth shall be no more.'* 



REFLECTION, 



This life has sunny, cheerful hours, 
Tls well to view them o'er. 

But oft like sweet perennial flowers. 
They fiftde to bloom no more. 
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THE DEAD BABY'S SMILE. 

Come softly to the suffering couch, 

A little weary form is there, 
The throes of pain distort the face, 

A mother's soul is raised in prayer ; 
Keen suffering days have wrought decay, 

And faintly beats a little heart. 
While tearful ones are watching there 

A spirit ready to depart. 

The breath grows short and shorter still, 

The bosom heaves, yet fainter now. 
The mother's bleeding heart beholds 

The lines of death upon that brow ; 
Bufc all unseen by those, who wept. 

An angel pure and bright drew near. 
And gently touched the suffering one 

And changed to pearl, each little tear. 
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The little one had sorrow felt, 

But now, one sigh and all was rest, 
The angel opened to her view. 

Bright mansions where the pure are blest ; 
She saw the world of jqy, and then 

Was taken home, all free from guile. 
But while the soul was borne away. 

There lingered on the face a smile. 



BE LOWLY. 

The winds beat strong up high in air, — 
There, tempests wild, severe, — 

The towering mountain tops must share 
The gale's most wild career ; 

But down along the valley low, 
The lovely flowers may bloom. 

And, sheltered there, may grow and glow, 

And yield their sweet perfume. 
13 
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WELCOME TO THE FIRST FLOWER OF 
SPRING. 

Welcome, welcome little flower^ 
First to bloom in vernal bower, 
From yon valley thou dost brings 
First bright token of the Spring ; 
Welcome is each tinted hue, 
Emblem of the pure and true. 

Who has kept thee free from blight. 
Through the Winter's chilling night I 
What fair hand has been to thee, 
Guardian of life for me 1 
Who, then, sent thee through the cold. 
Wrapped in tinted paper fold ? 

Welcome little brilliant gem, 
More than monarch's diadem. 
For no poor have been oppressed. 
At ambition's stern behest, 
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That some kiflglj brow might glow, 
Brilliant with the people's woe. 

Welcome, cherished little flower, 
Freighted with thy fragrant dower ; — 
Welcome, for thou art a token 
Of the heart in symbol spoken, — 
Thou canst loneliness beguile. 
Like some cheerful, heart-felt smile. 

Welcome, though I scarce can tell 
Why I love this flower so well ! 
'Tis no brighter than another, 
'Tis not sweeter than some other ; 
Yet its power is to impart. 
Pleasant memories to the heart. 
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THE ROBIN'S MORNING SONG. 

Just as the night was fleeing, 

And day began to dawn, 
And rays of light were gleaming 

Across each green-laid lawn, 
There came a joyfiil warbling 

So shrill and sweet and long, 
From the tree beyond my window ; 

It was the Robin's song. 

Each echo stirred my spirit 

With welcome raptures there, 
As sweetest notes came swelling 

Upon the morning air ; 
And with each joyful echo, 

That made the morning ring, 
Thus, loud and clear and cheerly. 

Did happy Robin sing/ 
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" Awake, awake, eack Robin ! 

The gilded morning greet, 
The light, the light is glowing— 

The morning air is sweet ; 
So fair the skj is tinted ; 

With gold and violet hues, 
Come catch the inspiration 

Of morning's brightest views. 

" I'll sing a morning anthem. 

And glad my praise shall be, 
And here shall be my altar 

In the boughs of this old tree ; 
The hand that feeds the sparrows 

Supplies the Robins well, 
And joyful notes this morning 

Our gratitude shall tell. 

" How bright, how bright the morning I 

How pleasant perch and rest^ 
While mate and I werQ watching, 

Our nestlings and our nest ; 
And now with morning's brightness, 

We'll sing our songs of praise, 
And make the orchards echo 

With Robin's joyfiil lays. 
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" Come to the tree-tops early, 

Come to the top-most bough ; 
Dear mate, we'll sing an anthem. 

And wake our nestlings now ; 
And then from Nature's bounty, 

We'll feed them all day long, 
And soon they'll join in singing 

The Robin's Morning Song." 



CHILD'S ADDRESS TO MAY. 

May is here, lovely May, 
Happy time for children's play. 
Of the months the brightest Queen, 
Clad in garments dyed in green ; 
Bright and fairy month of flowers, 
Much we love thy smiling bowers. 

Now the birds a carol sing, 
Happy warblers of the Spring ; 
Now the tender grass is growing, 



SONNET TO THE STAKB. 

Everything so bright and glowing, 

Children all shall love thee. May, 

Grateful for so bright a day. 
t 

Shall we not be grateful here, 

For the Sabbath School's career 1 

Shall we not with songs adore Hlnii 

Bowii^ knee and heart before Him 1 

All obey the Golden Eule, 

Children of the Sabbath School i 



SONNET— TO THE STARS.' 

See how the stars, as they look out and smUe, 
Do brighten and adorn our homes below ; 

How fair they shine with Nature's purest style, 
Until comes forth the morning's brightest glow ; 

Those floating orbs, that scarce a thought can reach, 
Teach us to love the beautiful and bright— 
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They glow, fiiir gems of brilliaat beauty eac^ 
Forever peeriess in the vaulted night. 

Fair gilded worlds ! bright sentinels of light ! 
Bright watchers on the faar out-posts of space I 

What sacrilege, if even man had might, 
To stay your rays, or yet one beam efiace ? 

O, who would dare to blot one sparkling gem 

Ofheaven4it light from Noture^s <3Uade]al 



BRIGHT, MERRY MAY. 

Month of beauty; clad in green. 
Fairer than an earthly Queen, — 
Merrily the brooklet flows. 
Bright the tender dover ^ows ; 
Glittering in golden light — 
Merry May, 
Charming May, 
Clad in garments pure and bright* 
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Everywhere, with gladsome ringmg. 
Merry, merry birds are singing,-^ 
Singing now their sweetest lays, 
With a jubilee of praise ; 

Pouring out glad songs to thee, 
Merry May, 
Vocal May, 
Full of gladness, full of glee. 

Bright and gilded leaf-clad bowers. 
Gay, sweet-scented lovely flowers, 
Blossoms glowing on the trees, 
Swallows twittering at the eaves; 
Nature rings with joyful songs. 
Merry May, 
Blooming May, 
Beauty now to thee belongs. 

Orioles and Spwrrpws, hark I 
Eobins and the IVtei^w Lark,-TfT 
Linnets, Fin<*ep, — ^^11 hf^ve oom^t 
Singing sweetjy roujad each hom^ ; 
O, the wopld is vocal now. 
Merry May, 
Lovely May, 
Crowns of glory on thy brow. 
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Leaves, and flowers, and birds, how gay ! 
In* bright pastures lambs at play ! 
All the beauties of the year, 
Starting now a fright career ; 

Favorite of the months to me. 
Merry May, 
Cheerful May, 
Joyfully I sing of thee. 



THE FORSAKEN YOUNG WIFE. 

When morning comes with beauty 

The heart is all aglow. 
And we list to the* calls of duty 

As thought begins to flow ; 
Then, then, I'm waiting, praying. 

For his foot-fall at the door, 
And wonder at his staying, 

Till the morning hour is o'er. 
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Then, when the hours are bringing 

The scenes of noon-day dare, 
And the bdfiy bell is ringing 

With mid-day echoes there, 
I wonder at his staying 

Beyond the hour of noon, 
And sttil am earnest, praying, 

His coming may be soon. 

When eventide is bringing 

The hour for evening prayer, 
Oh, then his stay is ringing * 

My heart with keen despair ; 
For his foot-fall is not sounding 

Within the wicket gate. 
And my heart, with tumult bounding, 

Bemoans its lonely state* 

Few, few can know how weary 

Roll on the wheels of time ; • 
Few know how sad and dreary 

This lonely life of mine ; 
For the heart my hope was staying. 

This hour is far away. 
Nor know I why, delaying. 

He does not come to-day. 
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Thus, day by day is halting, 

Tbe weeks and miouths go by, 
While life seems lonely wasting. 

And they ask me why I sigh ; 
But, ah, they are not knowing 

The loneliness of heart 
That checks life's jpyfiil flowing. 

And bids my tears to start. 

But cease my heart's wild beating — 

This tumult, now, be still — 
Father, to Thee retreating, 

I'll trust through all Thy will j 
Speak to my lonely jspirit. 

And help me to attend, 
Trusting in Jksus' merit. 

Feel, still I have a Friend, 
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THE CANAANITISH WOMAN. 

Behold her purpose, firm and true — 

Her humble, contrite soul ! 
She plead as one whose spirit knew 

The power of faith's control — 
She went, with all her wants and care, 
And plead with humble, trusting prayer. 

Onward, by deep affection led. 

To Jesus soon she comes ; 
She asks not for the " children's bread," 

But humbly craves the "crumbs;" 
Most deeply conscious of her need. 
How firm and earnest does she plead. 

Have mercy. Lord, on me, she cried, 

Thou Son of David, hear — 
Her faith and confidence He tried, 

But mercy lingered near ; 
And as she worshipped at His feet. 

She gained a victory complete. 
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Such pleading, and an earnest heart, 

Could never be denied ; 
She acted well the suppliant's part — 

On mercy she relied ; 
Her purpose firm, a triumph won, — 
According to her faith, 'twas done. 

So all, who through the spirit view 
Their sin, and feel the smart, 

May turn to this instruction true, 
And hope shall cheer the heart ; 

Hers was an humble, simple prayer, 

But all her confidence was there. 

What light, and precious hope, her case 

Brings to the needy soul, 
Who, weary in life's sinful race. 

Would seek to be made whole ; 
There faith and humble trust prevail, 
And none who truly seek, shall i fail. 
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GLORY IN THE LORD. 

O glory not in wisdom high — 

In riches, or in might, 
. But in the Lord who rules the sky, — 

In Him let all delight ; 
Yes, glory that ye understand 
And know the wonders of His hand. 

Glory to know that I, the Lord, 

My loving kindness show. 
That all the judgments of my Word, 

From righteousness do flow — 
Know that my ways with men are right. 

And Truth and Justice my delight. 

Then shall you know, true, sacred peace, 

And dwell in precious love. 
Then shall my favor never cease — 

Never my smile remove ; 
Then rest, and joy, and hope be given, 

A foretaste of the bliss of heaven. 
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I REMEMBER, O, MY 8ISTER. 

I remember, O, my sister, 

I remember very well. 
How we played in life's bright morning, • 

And the stories we would tell. 
Of our future hopes and planning. 

When some older we were grown. 
How I'd buy nice things for sister. 

When the money was my own — 
Or Pd have a horse and carriage. 

And we'd take so many rides — 
Buy a thimble, cpni^b and scissors, 

And so mi^iy things be§i(iea, 

I remember, O, my sister, 

For it seems not very long, 
How we wandered through the woodland, 

Listening to the bird's sweet song — 
Or we rambled through the orchard. 

When the trees were green and fair. 
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And our baskets filled with choicest 

Of the apples ripe and rare ; 
O, that orchard, yet I love it, 

Love each well remembered tree. 
Where we piled the Golden Pippins, 

Quite a load for you and me. 

I remember, O, how plainly. 

That dear, quaint old home of ours, 
Where together we spent many 

Of life's early, happy hours ; 
There the " kitchen," here the "front room," 

And the " bed-rooms," nothing grand^^ 
But it was a home, dear sister, 

For a little loving band ; 
True, the chambers were quite simple. 

And the rafters plain in view, 
But we always found it easy, 

Still to think that they would do. 

I remember now the play-grounds, 

And the school house very well. 
Where together we went daily, 

And in " Webster" learned to spell ; 
There we learned to read in " Murray," 

And in " DaboU" ciphered, too, 
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And we played as well as studied. 

Just as children always do : 
There was " Stephen," "John" and " William," 

There was « Ann" and " Ellen Drew f 
But when these are all forgotten^ 

I shall still remember you. 

I remember the " old meadow," 

And the brooklet running there, 
How it leaped and bounded onward, 

Leaving murmurs on the air ; 
There we gathered crimson berries, 

O, how sweet, and large, and rare, 
And we filled our little baskets 

With the largest growing there ; 
Then we turned our footsteps homeward. 

Quick to tell our mother dear : — 
We were happy then, my sister. 

In our childhood's bright career. 
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RIGHT WILL TRIUMPH AT THE LAST. 

Brother, have the brightest visions, 

Of life's morning passed away? 
Are the hopes of youthful fancy, 

Lying oft in sad decay 1 
Are the foes both strong and many — 

Is your sky oft overcast ? 
^ Never yield up truth or duty — 

Right will triumph at the last ! 

Sister, does the way seem lonely, 

Pure and gifted hearts seem few ? 
Do the brightest days seem changing — 

Clouds hang o'er the pure and true ? 
Still with trusting faith and spirit. 

Wait until the clouds are passed. 
Sure as sunlight brings the morning, 

Right will triumph at the last ! 



396 BIOBT WILL TRIUMPH AT THB LAST. 

Brother, are you sometimes fearing 

There are lions in the way 1 
Doubting, art thou sometimes asking, 

If the night will yield to day? 
Is the sky that bends above you 

Thickly, darkly, overcast? 
Sure will come the glorious sunshinei 

Eight will triumph at the last ! 

Sister, are you getting weary. 

With the weight of care and pain ? 
Oft do friends forsake and grieve you, 

When their love should most sustain 1 
Are the flowers of the morning 

Changing, fading, dying fast 1 
Do not let true courage fail you, — 

Right will triumph at the last ! 

Surely, there will come a morning 

That will scatter all the gloom. 
Brightest hopes and sweetest flowers 

Then will brighter, sweeter bloom ; 
There will be no friendships withered — 

No corroding, chilling blast ! 
Do not waver, trust forever I 

Bight will triumph at the last ! 



)\ 
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Earnest striving, humbly trusting, . 

Self-denying, watch and pray — 
Onwardj onward, till the dawning 

Of that bright, triumphant day I 
All the foes of right and justice. 

Trembling, then will stand aghast — 
All the ransomed then proclaiming. 

Eight doth tbictmfh at the last ! 



THE MISTRESS AND HER RUNAWAY BIRD. 

MISTBESS. 

Little Bird, with handsome feature ! 
Are you not a silly creature, 
To assume dislike and rage, 
Breaking through your gilded cage — 
Leaving such a bright, nice home 
In a cold, wide world to roam. 
Leaving shelter, leaving me. 
Merely hoping to be free ? 

Strangest thing I ever heard, 
That a little singing Bird, 
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Should forsake a home so Mr, 
Where all comforts he oould share, 
Gilded tanks and choicest food, 
Everything so mce and good — 
Bun from home, and food, and me. 
Foolish wishing to be free ! 

Here your home was always neat, — 
Fountains filled with water sweet, — 
Jars of seed were placed in view, 
And my Bird could reach them, too. 
There a curious, pendant ring, 
Where to balance, whirl and swing — 
Still you fly from these and me, 
O, how strange a Bird can be ! 

BIRD. 

Dear, kind Mistress, do not scold me. 
Though your prison failed to hold me! 
Very tender was your care. 
Choice the food for Bird to share, — 
Well I know that you was kind, 
Thoughtful, loving and refined. 
But these made not home for me. 
Home is where the life is free ! 
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Do not wonder that I leave, 
Even though my Mistbbss grieve, 
Do not tell me of your care, • 
Point me not to comforts there, 
Do not tell of splendid home^ 
Think not that I thoughtless roam, 
That was not a home for me, 
Home is where the life is free. 

Home is not with fetters cold. 
Though inlaid and tipped with gold. 
Home 'tis not, though palace warm 
(Shelter from the pelting storm. 
If the bolted door declare 
Bird to be a prisoner there, — 
Let my song proclaim to thee, 
Home is where the life is free* 

Think you not delight 'twill bring. 
Mounting high on will poised wing — 
Sailing far with graceful ^ight, 
Through the pure and sparkling light — 
Darting everywhere with pleasure, 
Happy almost beyond measure, 
Full of gladness, full of glee, 
Singing with a spirit free. 
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Call me darling, as you used to^ 
Call me silly, if you choose to ; 
Tell how sweet I once did sing — 
Taunt me as a foolish thing : 
Those from flight cannot debar. 
These my gladness ^lall not mar, 
While I sing sweet freedom's glee, 
Home is where the life is free. 

As I roam with sweet delight, 
Sailing through bright floods of light, 
As the boundless world I view, 
Kolling throi^h etherial blue. 
As I leave each gilded toy. 
Soar and sing with freedom's joy, 
Birdie's angel whispers me, 
Home is whsrb the life is free ! 
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^O THE RIGHT BE TRUE. 

Are you marching, patient marching, 

Through the storms of life ? 
Are you meeting, daily meeting, 

Weary toil and strife 1 
There's a voice above life's tumult 

Speaking still to you — 
Never falter, never waver ! 

To the Right be True ! 

Are you thinking, daily thinking. 

Of the painful way ? 
Often asking, frequent asking. 

Why these suiTerings stay 1 
Hear the promise, — All shall surely 

Work for good to you. 

Never fearing, never doubting, 

To the Right be True ! 
14 
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Are you hearing, often hearing. 

Earth's alluring call, — 
Tempting offers, golden offers,. 

Ever gilding all ? 
Yield not to the tinseled goddess. 

Spurn each selfish view I 
Listen to the angel whisper, — 

To the Right be True I 

When the strong are basely forging 

Fetters for the weak, 
Shall the earnest, manly spirit 

Yield, nor dare to speak ? 
Spurn the thought, yes, ever spurn it I 

Hurl it far from you I 
Spurn the selfish, grasp the noble t 

To the Right be True ! 

Are there many syren voices. 

Calling, wooing you ? 
Never listen to their pleading, 

Spurn them — still be True ; 
Of life's active, earnest duties. 

Get the highest view p 
Firmly grasp the arm of heaven, — 

To the Right be True 1 



A THOUGHT. 

Are you hoping, joyful hoping, 

For the rest of heaven, — 
Are you waiting, patient waiting, 

Till the chains are riven ? 
Would you keep the heavenly mansion 

Clear and bright in view ? 
Always heed the earnest prompter — 

To THE Eight be True ! 
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A THOUGHT. 



Farewell, farewell to Summer days, 
Bright sunshine, clouds and showers, — 

To waving fields and genial rays, — 
To all the fairest flowers, 

For fainter now the sunlight plays 
Through vales and fragrant bowers ; 

Though Summer beauties may not stay, 

Give thanks, for those enjoyed, to-day. 
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A SISTER'S REFLECTIONS ON THE DEATH OF 
AN INFANT BROTHER. 

Sweet Brother ! have you bid the world adieu, 
Those eyes, once bright, shall we no longer view — 
O, did you find too much of anguish here. 
And turn from earth to some more genial sphere ? 

Sure, you were blest with parents' kindest care — 
A mother's soothing, and a father's prayer ; 
But you have left them for a world more bright, 
A Seraph's nature in the realms of light. 

I saw the smile that played upon your cheek, 
Tour tottering walk, and oft attempts to speak — 
That gentle patience, when by pain distressed. 
And fondly hoped with health to see you blessed. 

I thought of hours more bright, when we would rove, 
Companions kind, through orchards, fields and grove ; 



DEATH OF AN INFANT BROTHBB. 

Those hopes were vain — all, all are vanished now — 
Death's cold impress is stamped upon that brow. 

Farewell, dear Brother ! I'll not repine for thee, 
Escaped from earth and sin, O, thou art free ! 
Go, view forever the sweet, enrapturing sight 
Of saints and angels praising God in light. 

XjrOy Brother ! bathe in that unbounded sea 
Of bliss and J07, which Jesus bought for thee — 
Now join the rapturous throng with Seraph's lyre, - 
And swell the music of the heavenly choir. 

And, though for years I tarry here below, 
Among these scenes of suffering and woe, 
Yet, when from earth a kind release is given, 
1 hope to join you in the bliss of heaven. 
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THOUGHTS TO A FAVORITE FLOWER. 

Come sweet Flower, modest Flower, 
Wreathe for me a fragrant bower, 
Round my window gently twine, 
Where thy fairest tints may shine. 

Now I see thee blooming there, 
As thou didst in Eden fair ; 
Though o'er earth sin spreads a pall, 
Thou lost nothing by the " fall." 

Now, as then,'* thou art complete. 
Dwelling in those odors sweet — 
'Twas a glorious hand divine, 
Penciled every shade of thine. 

When I view so sweet a gem, 
Glittering like a diadem, 
Oft I think of man's bright hour, 
Pure with thee in Eden's bower. 
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Not a hue of that fair day, 
From my flower has passed away — 
Fair the garments Nature weaves, 
With my floweret's tender leaves. 

Dwelling in that bower with thee, 
Man was happy, pure and free — 
When thou bursted into life. 
All was free from mn and stri&. 

Now, there's sorrow o'er the earth — 
'Twas not so at Nature's birth ; 
Here the thorn and thistle rise — 
''Twas not so in Paradise. 

Here, the stem decrees of " change," 
Oft man's *&lrest scenes derange; 
Still my little fragrant flower, 
Blooms as in its native hour. 

When I see a dew-drop shine, 
On that tinted cheek of thine, 
Oil I think it is a tear, 
;Shed o'^ human suflering here. 

When I see thy varied hue. 
Wisdom then I learn from you ; 
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All thy beauties shimng there, 
God*is undianging love declare. 

Every glittering star of night, 
Tell's of the Creator's mighty 
But the little flower I view, 
Shows his power and wisdom toa. 

If such beauties, dear to me. 
Lead my thoughts, O, God, to Thee, 
Then 111 own, nor doubt again, 
Flower, thou hast not lived in vain» 

All thy beauties are most rare^ 
Lovely floweret, sweet and fair — 
May thy glories here unfiirled. 
Point me to a purer world* 

Thither, with a fond desire. 
Peacefully my soul aspire; 
There ambrosial flowers youll see. 
Ever decking Life's fair Tree. 

Adieu, sweet gem, bloom in peace. 
May thy glories never cease ; 
Let no hand, in thoughtless hour, 
E'er destroy my lovely Flower* 
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GO, WHISPER TO THE ROSE » 

LINKS ADDRX88BD TO A TOUNG LADY. 

• 

Go, whisper to the bloomiog Rose, 
That lovely, sweet, but fragile flower. 

Thou art an emblem to disclose 
Earth's beauties for a fleeting hour. 

Go whisper to the fading leaf. 
That sinks all silent to the earth; 

'Tis fit for 70U to show how brief 
Is man's career of life and mirth. 

Go whisper to the tolling bell, 
That eohoes sadly, death is near ; 

Tis fit that you should sound a knell 
O'er friends most fondly loved and dear. 

Go whisper to your friends so kind. 
They now are merry, glad and gay ; 

'Tls fit that they should bring to mind, 
All earth's mere toys may soon decay. 
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Then whisper to the stars of night, 
That glitter in the dark blue skj ; 

Ask, is there not some world more bright, 
Beyond your circling spheres on high ? .« 

Then, as those rays of peerless light 

Gleam back to earth, hear them proclaim : 

Yes, here's a world both pure and bright, 
Where health and bloom forever reign — 

A world of pure, unchanging day, 

Where fondest friends shall never die — 

Where Life's fair flowers shall not decay. 
Nor tolling bell e'er cause a sigh. 

Then let my friend, with earnest care, — 

Now blessed with health and blooming youth, 
To that bright world, divinely fair. 
Be guided by the chart of truth. 
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RIDING A HOBBY. 

A traveler had lost his way, 

Within some forest shade, 
And as he rode in doubt astray, 

A simple circuit made. 

At length he saw, not very plain. 

The mark of horse's hoof, 
And said, '^ I'm in some track again, 

These foot-prints are the proof." 

Then, when another round he made, 
The foot-prints double lay, 

The path so plain, he smiling said) 
" Fm in a beaten way." 

And then with each succeeding round, 
The marks increased so fast, 

He spoke exulting, '^ I have found 
A thoroughfare at last." 
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** N6w, now Fm right," he said, " alack ! 

A town I'll soon o'ertake," 
Not dreaming that this was the track 

Of his own sad mistake. 

And so it is, with men, FVe found, 
Who merely ride a hobbj, 

Deceived by every useless roand, 
Trll shunned by every body. 



A PARTING THOUGHT. 

Most dear, and true, and faithful friend. 
We soon must say adieu-*- 

May heavenly blessings still attend, 
Is still my pmyer for you : — 

If stem decree long bid us part. 

Yet sheltered in this manly heart. 
You have a home most true. 
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We still shall meet at twilight calm. 

That hour of peace and prayer, 
That gives to lonely hearts a balm, 

And lifls from earthly care : 
And, O, this hope, how dear to me ! 
Congenial spirits here, shall be 

Congenial spirits there. 

Then do not fear — do not be sad. 

Not murmur nor complain — 
O, we shall meet where all are glad. 

Eternally to reign ; 
And what now seems so (}ark and drear, 
Shall there, in that ascending sphere. 

Forever be made plain. 



TRIALS. . 

Trials become the tests of life^ 
Thej try us deep, severe ; 

If gold remain beyond the strife, 
Not vatn is our career. ' 
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CONSOLING THOUGHTS. 

^* If It were not m), I wonld haye told yon.^^— Saviour, 

lliere is a day, succeeded not by night ; 
There is a liforld^ where faith is lost in sight ; 
There is a bowevy where saints with angels sing, — 
A coining hour, when death will lose its sting. 
There is a landy where flowers will ever bloom ; 
There is a joyy succeeded not by gloom ; 
There is a hope, succeeded not by blight, — 
A reiffn of endless, infinite delight. 
There is a love, that ever changes not, 
A world serene, where sorrow is forgot ; 
There is a scene, where beauty will suffice, — 
A precious pearl, of great and matchless price. 
There is a Friend will wipe away all tears 
A peaceful calm, unruffled by earth's fears ; 
There is a bower, where seraphs dwell in light, — 
A highth of bliss, outstretching fancy's flight. 
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There is a peace, enduring and complete, — 

A holy restf unutterably sweet ; 

There is a li/ey not followed by a tomb — 

Where raptures, holy and unceasing bloom ; 

There is a dtp, that needeth not the sun, — 

Where pilgrims tell the conquest they have won ; 

There is a tree, whose leaves shall green endure, — 

A river, bright, of crystal waters, pure. 

There is a victory, without a bloody fight, — ; 

A dazzling crowri, of endless glory bright ; 

There is a throne, where justice has its birth,-^ 

A Mercy, sure, that bendeth down to earth. 

There is a song of triumph for the blest ; 

There is a Heaven of never ending rest, — 

A Heaven of peace, free from every " curse" — 

Where saints their triumphs and their joys rehearse : 

There is no " sorrow" there, nor any " crying," — 

No "pain" is felt, nor any fear of "dying;" 

Such are the fruits of God's eternal love. 

That cluster round the Christian's Home Above. 
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OUR PET CANARY. 

BBVERIE OF ▲ SPIRITUALIST. 

Happy Singer was our " Charlie," 
Warbling cheerly, late and early ; 
Nat a note vith sound of sadness. 
All was joyfiil, full of gladness ; 
Echoing from every wall, — 
Ringing, ringing, through the hall, 
Songs of our Canary ! 

Well he knew the hand whose care 
Placed his cage in open air, — 
Brought him water, sweet and good. 
And supplied him well with food — 
Decked his home with simple art — 
Of each dainty brought a part 
For our Pet Canary. 

But one day he missed the care 
That so long had fed hiQpi there : 
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Death that loving household entered, 
And, with well poised arrow, ventured 
Deathly aim at Mistress dear, 
And she came no more to cheer 

Our dear Pet Canary ! , 

Then " Our Charlie" stopped his singing, 
And no more was heard the ringing 
Of his merry, joyous song, 
All was still, and then ere long 
Falling down, drooping, sighing. 
Plaintive moaning, gasping, dying, 
Lay our Pet Canary. 

Wrapped in simple, paper shroud, 
And, with feelings sadly bowed, 
Then we carried Bird away. 
Buried him in humble way — 
Sorry that no more. he'd sing, — 
Sorry that no more would ring 

Song of our Canary.- 

But, one day, from out the wall. 
Ringing through that ancient hall, — 
Right where " Charlie's" cage had hung, 
Joyful notes, most sweetly rung ; 



318 OtJR PBT OANABY. 

Each of us well knew the ringing, — 
All declared it was the singing 

Of our Pet Canarj* 
Think not that we were deceived, 
While for our dear Bird we grieved ; 
Three times was the singing heard! — 
Was it Spirit of our Bird 1 
Telling us, with joyous sound, 
That its Mistress dear was found 1 

Was it Pet Canary? 

Tell us, ye who live in air, 
Do such spirits mingle there ? — 
Tell us, spirits, by your " rapping'' — 
Tell us by some curious " tapping"- - 
Tell us by some sacred token. 
Just as plain as if ' twas spoken, — 
Was it our Canary ? 

Shall we meet the Birds* again, 
In the world where spirits reign 1 
Will the Birds be there to sing, 
Poising on etherial wing % 
Do they to that world belong I 
Shall w^e in the world of song, 

Hear our Pet Canary I 



OUR COUNTRY: 

OR, 

THE PATH OF EMPmE. 

A NATIONAL POEM IN TWO PARTS — HISTORY AND. DESTINY. 
PART I. 

Let other Bards, inspired with song, rehearse 
In glowing language and well measured verse, 
The glories of each Eastern Empire old. 
Unfurl their greatness — ^paint their heroes bold. 

Let other Bards describe each Orient shrine, 
Where crowns and kingdoms in full glory shine, 
Or let them them tell of Russia's vast domain — 
The powerful Czar, with Autocratic reign : 
Let greater poets sing of wondrous Rome, 
St. Peter's grand display and. towering dome : 
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Leave them to paint the scenes of Europe bright, 
In glowing rhythm that shall all delight ; 
Leave them to tell of brilliant ancient Greece, 
Where Art gained triumphs in some reign of peace ; 
Whose stately temples, now in ruins found. 
Awake our wonder at such skill profound ; 
Or, let them tell of conflict, war and strife. 
Of Spartan courage and heroic life : 

We turn from these, to newer scenes unfurled. 
Where spreads the genius of the Western World, 
Now earnest sing, Our Country for our theme. 
Whose scenes seem vivid as a living dream. 
Our theme before us, may the muse inspire 
Our song with truth and patriotic fire. 
And may we see the courage, zeal and might, 
That sought a home for liberty and right. 
On these new shores, among the rude defiles 
Of hill and vale, among the Western wilds, 
And honor men who left attachments dear. 
To plant a new and brilliant empire here. 

Our Country ! O, what an inspiring thought. 
With youthful hopes and youthful vigor fraught ! 
The mind turns back to see the May Flower glide 
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With freight immortal o'er the ocean tide ; 

Long tempeat-tossed on angry billow's crest, 

They glide through cold and storm towards the West, 

Until safe landing at the Plymoth Rock, 

Those earnest spirits of the Pilgrim stock. 

How wild the scene I the ocean thundering there, 

Before them, dark, dense forests everywhere. 

The panther's scream, the wilder savage yell, 

The curving vale, the distant mountain swell, 

The bounding deer, the towering eagle's flight. 

The active day, the doubly shaded night, — 

The snow- spread mantle, the inspiring cold, 

The rock-bound hill-side rising high and bold, — 

These, these are scenes that greet that noble band. 

When first they step on this, our native land. 

Such was Our Countrst, in her morning hour. 
Such freedom's birth-right — such our nation's dower — 
Such were the scenes that made those earnest men. 
With purpose strong and high resolves, e'en then. 
Lay broad foundations, deep, and true, and strong, 
To foster freedom and to censure wrong. 
And thus they stand before us, stem, serene. 
Inspired with love of freedom by each scene ; 
The hardy life of every pioneer. 
And weary toil that made rude homes more dear — 
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Each merry brooklet dancing on in glee^ 
All wild with freedom, leaping to the sea ; — 
The graceftd bounding of the antlered deer, 
Awoke new thoughts of strength and freedom here — 
The wild-wood echo from the timbered plain — 
And breath of freedom from each new domain — 
The very screaming of the wild-wood birds — 
The curious instincts of the wilder herds — 
All these, the outbursts of rude Nature's glee. 
But taught our fathers to be free ! be free ! ! 

These men, possessing energy and skill, 
Felt nerved a noble mission to fulfill, 
And, with undaunted zeal and hope, spread wide 
A thriving people in a growing tide : 
Before them lay vast forests, dense and grand ; 
These melt away before the stalwart hand ; 
The woodman's axe, with sturdy, well aimed strokes. 
Hurls down the lofty maples, beach and oaks — 
The hemlocks, reel in one tremenduous crash, 
With towering pines, and straight, well-rifted ash ; 
The lurid fire and smoke then rudely plays 
With leaf and limb, in bright and crackling blaze ; 
Then sooty men, with hand-spikes, sternly toil — 
(A heavy task to free the cumbered soil.) 
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Through perseverance, hamlets multiply. 
And new-bom freedom sets a standard high ; 
While widening fields, broad colonies, and towns. 
Crowd back the forest, while the Indian frowns. 
We hail the wisdom of the Pilgrim band, 
Whose care and thought bestowed upon our land 
The Common School, and gave it so much might 
To widen channds for the truth and light. 
We love the mem'ry of those noble men, 
Who saw our wants uprising, even then, 
And wisely planted, with devoted toil. 
These germs of culture in our vii^in soil ; 
Almost broadcast those precious seeds were sown*, 
Aj&d, nurtured well, so vigorous have grown, 
That everywhere each lad and lass may find 
Some aid to culture, and improve the mind ; 
And from that day, until the present hour, 
O, who shall tell the value of that dower ? 
And ignorance, (thanks to the Common School,) 
Is the exception, not the general rule. 

Our Country, themes and enterprises new. 
Awake new thoughts along the cheering view ; 
New minds arousing, with new hopes are fraught, 
And " Harvard" soon becomes the germ of thought ; 
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Her pulses beat aad send to each extreme, 
Life-Thoughts of Mind's enlarging, growing theme, 
And youthful hearts, with vigorous hopes inspired. 
With high ambition and new zeal are fired. 
Science, arousing with the freshening gale, 
Becomes the founder of the" classic "Yale," 
And intellect secures a wider sphere. 
And education starts a new career : 
Thus " Classics" fostered in this youthful land. 
Become the nucleus of a mighty band — 
A beacon light for intellect refined. 
The foster-mother of the Nation's mind,' 
Enlarging thought, and spreading wide and &r. 
The light and glory of our rising star. 

The nations turn their thoughts unto the West, 
Where labor meets reward and toil is blest ; 
The Eaces join the earnest growing tide. 
And swell the field of enterprise more wide. 
Their spirits nerved with emulation just. 
To well repay home-confidence and trust. 
Here are Italians, Germans, Scotch and Swiss, 
From distant empires, mingling now in this, 
The growing tide still flowing to our West, 
The land of fortunes, toil and hopefiil rest ; 
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Each race endowed with some peculiar trait 
Of thought and habit, from the native state, 
And leaving impress of the distant home, 
In every province where they chance to roam. 

But everywhere, on hill-sides, vales and plains, 
One leading race, the Anglo-Saxon, reigns, 
(The ancient Goth, from rudeness now transformed, 
With manhood's noblest impulse stirred and warmed,) 
Whose earnest bearing and undaunted zeal 
Is of success alike the pledge and seal,' 
Wherever seen, with firm and powerful will. 
Outstripping all, through energy and skill. ' 

These mingling Races, by inherent force, 
At once move onward in a rapid course ; 
Fair treasured fields and waving harvests glow, 
As PRoaRsss marks a steady, onward flow ; 
Soon Commerce spreads her canvas to the breeze, 
And wafls our products o'er most distant seas, 
And then returns, her eagle broad unfurled,- 
With richest tributes of the busy world. 

The North, producing all the cereals cheap. 

Find their reward, and golden harvests reap. 
15 ^ 



326 OUR couNTRr. 

Her fertile fields and broad expanding plains^ 

Teem with the bounties of the richest grains ; 

Her noble herds, or numerous wool-dad flocks. 

Graze on her plains, or round her hill-side rocks ; 

Along each stream some mill or factory's din. 

Tells of the active, busy life within. 

Here orchards deck each plain and hill-side fair, *• 

Teeming with fruits delicious, healthful, rare. 

The farmer's cottage, simple, neat and bright, 

From vale and hill-top glitters in the light, 

While thriving towns uprear bright spires and domes. 

In view of scores of busy, healthful homes. 

So too, the South has boundless wealth and trade, — 

Her sunny spots, alas ! there too is shade : 

There bond and freeman side by side are found. 

The one exulting, and the other bound ; 

This, this the shame of the Caucassian race, 

He binds his brother of a darker face, 

And lust and power with cotton-plant unfurled. 

Seem ready now to ' cottonize' the world : 

Yet in this fair and sunny south we find 

True germs of greatness, elements refined. 

Awaiting only for some brighter day. 

The wrong,, the shame, the curse, to take away. 
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Our active habits and determined will, 

Our perseverance and inventive skill, — 

Our varied climate and our varied soil, 

Quick, well repay the weariness of toil ; 

And soon the genius of a vigorous race 

Stamps with ^^ Improvement^^ all our country's face, 

And " Progreas^^ rears a standard broad and high, 

Or sways her banner 'neath the glowing sky. 

The Press, that fount of intellectual light, 
To these new shores soon took a ready flight ; 
And here its rays are spreading far and wide. 
Awakening thought and hope on every side, 
'Till every city and each village teems 
With printed copies of our living dreams. 
Each town must have a paper of its own. 
Where germs and plants of intellect are grown. 
And every city, almost every street. 
Must have a gay " Gazette," or " Mammoth sheet :" 
Each party has some " Advocate" at hand, 
A standard bearer 'for some favorite band, 
A « Tribune," " Journal," " Herald," or a " Post," 
The " Times" and " Ledger,"— what a printed host ! 
Here advertisers show with letters grand 
That trade is cheap, and fortunes are at hand, — 
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An auction now, and then perhaps a show, 
Or grand hotels, with board, and rum,' and woe ; 
Some plead for fashion, manj plead for fun, 
For God, and Truth, and Bight, perhaps but one. 
Books multiply on every curious theme. 
Science, Theology, Friendship and Esteem, 
Artful, witty, profound, or yet perchance 
The gayest offspring of some wild romance, 
Or Barnum crowns the art of money-making. 
With his new book of " Humbug " undertaking. 

Here, too, among Our Country's hills and plains. 

The goddess Cupid often strangely reigns. 

And in her blindness plays most curious arts. 

With those strange arrows known as " Cupid's Darts j" 

The string let fly by some unerring Myth, 

A " Pocahontas" smites a " Captain Smith" — 

The life is saved of hero pale and wan. 

But lo ! the chieftain finds his heart is gone ! 

The hero conquered, and the chieftain bound. 

The goddess spreads her heart-felt powers around^ 

Assumes dominion o'er Our Country fair. 

And finds glad subjects almost everywhere ; 

So gazing still, with somewhat curious mien, 

Along the past, and at each pleasing scene, 
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We see those arrows leveled at aaiotber, 
1/ And Washington becomes the hero lover ; 
He feels the power of Cupid's love-tipped darfc, 
And ownes a pleasure m the tender smart* 
He who had stood the champion of war. 
And rode already in triumphal car, 
Forgot the strife of arms, his country, fiune, 
Her glory, all, when love had lit her flame. 
A woman's presence had the power most stnmge, 
The punctual man to keep, his time derange ; 
'Twas strange indeed ! yes, stranger than our riijme, 
When such a man for hours delayed his time — 
His servant wonders, wonders long, and waits, 
Quite grows impatient, wonders aiid debates. 
While waiting still, he grasps the horses bits, 
But thinks his Master, sure, has lost his wits, 
And then, with knowing look, he thought or sung, 
" ^Tis all day now wid Massa Washington I - 
The hours went by, the sun arose and set, 
With conquered heart the hero lingered yet,— 
And still he stays and owns his passion deep, 
And finds the joyful smart prevents his sleep ; 
Each won and lost, and yet most strangely found, 
Their " loss and gain,'* a mystery profound ; 
The fair one smiled, and blushes come and go, 
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Then gave her heart, — ^what else could she bestow ? 
She lost herself through that mysterious flame, 
And gained a husband of immortal name ! 
He lost his heart in that brief, curious strife. 
But, happy man ! he found a noble wife ! 

The ScBNKRT here is oft sublime and grand, 
Scarcely surpassed by any other land, — 
Fair curving vallies, hill-sides, rude and high, 
And mountain ranges, towering to the sky,j— 
Grand, noble forests, spread their giant arms 
In scenes of beauty and romantic charms ; 
And in their wildness both the gay and staid 
Have studied Nature in some grateful shade. 
Here noble farms, with waving fields of grain, 
There herds are resting on the fertile plain, — 
Bright" gleams of light, from polished, smooth plow- 
share, 
Or flocks are grazing on green pastures there ; 
Adown our rivers glide well laden boats. 
Or through Canals our busy commerce floats ; 
Our numerous lakes, like quiet seas repose. 
The homes of. commerce, where true beauty glows. 
Lake linked to lake, by Nature's wise behest, 
They glow in brightness and in beauty rest : — 



OUR COUNTRY. 331 

Bwght inland seas, where steamers plow the waves — 
Where naval heroes won the name of " braves" — 
Where gallant "Perry" doffed his naval coat, 
To stop the leakage of his crippled boat ; 
And fair Lake Erie, to our latest hour, 
Shall tell the triumphs of our naval power. 

And numerous Rivers, curving broad and long, 
Unto our own bright, busy land belong : — 
Proud " Mississippi spans an Empire wide, 
From " Rocky Mountains" to the " Gulf" and tide; 
There the " Ohio" rolls a brilliant wave, 
Where death or freedom 'waits the plunging slave, — 
The bold " St. Lawrence" sweeps its thousand miles. 
With bosom dotted with the "Thousand Isles;" 
Our noble " Hudson" forms a grand highway 
For busy commerce and fast steamer's play, 
And the " Potomac" curves around that grave, 
Where sleeps the bravest of Our Country's brave ! 

But stay, fair Muse, for one brief moment stay, 
' And pause awhile before Niagara ! 
While other worlds, and other distant spheres. 
Swell loud the song of the eternal years, 
We stand upon the verge of thy abyss 
And listen to the minstrelsy of this ! 
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At once the heart seems touched with deepest awe. 
And bows before the might of Nature's law. 
Niagara ! The world has learned thy fame. 
And every land has learned to speak thy name ! 
America's immortal Bard thou art — 
Her anthems swelling from thy giant heart \ 
Thy mighty waters, in their curious twirls, 
Plunging the awful chasm in ceaseless whirls^ 
Shall sing forever, in loud, undying strains, 
An anthem that our Liberty proclaims : 
The " Bow of Promise," arched above thee, shows> 
That constant Mercy o'er Our Country flows, 
Ani Dbjty, from yonder heavens bowed, 
Is brightly paipted on ^acb sun-Iib cloud J 

We said that Progress and Improvement herp 
Were marking out a high and grand career ! 
Canals, at first, were thought an idle dream, 
Till our New- York had wrought the giant scheme. 
And linked " The Lakes" aiid Western Empire wide 
With Hudson River wid the Ocean's tide : 
Then, as by magic, works of art, by scores. 
Linked towns and harbors — distant shores to shores, 
And quick Our Country felt the impulse given, 
And onward> upward, by new forces driven. 
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At once moves forward — ^a triumphing band, 

A prosperous People, and a happy Land. 

But with this Progress, and this bright'ning glow, 

Canals are found too noiseless and too slow, 

And Rail-Roads, with their hurry, din and steam, — 

Their noisy engines, with their deaf 'ning scream, 

Soon thread the land — ^the States all interlace, 

And lock an Empire in a firm embrace. 

America explores the electric field. 
Whose subtle power so long had been concealed. 
And Franklin, with a simple paper kite, 
Drew down the lightning, with its flashing light. 
From distant clouds, and chained it, bright and tame. 
And made a play-thing of the subtle flame ! 
Then Morse, with genius, zeal, and courage fraught. 
The lightning sends with messages of thought 
Along the wires, that quickly interlace 
Most distant lands — annihilating space ! 
The lightning tamed, another end is seen, — 
The Doctor builds a medical tnackine / 
And his own mind, electrified and quick. 
Lauds a new plan for healing all the sick ! 
And yet another cures all human ills 
With ''Magnetic Plasters, or Electric PiUs'' I 
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Another end surprises still our sires, 
And mission new is given to the wires, — 
They scale the chasm of the river's banks, 
And far above the water's bubbling pranks, — 
Bound and united, thousand by thousand blended, 
We see a safe and noble Bridge Suspended, 
And State to State, Nation to Nation bound, 
^ .The admiration of the world profound ! 

But while the theme Suspension, now we yield, 
Behold, a strange Expansion takes the field ! 
Our territory spreads from shore to shore, 
And yet we grasp and covet only more,— 
As too much glitter only spoils the child. 
So CalifoFnia^ gold half made us wild : 
Still we expand, amid long, fierce debates. 
Till Kan&ab- joins the galaxy of States, 
And Oregon approaches from afar. 
And decks our Banner with another Star. 
Still, still expansion is the theme this hour 
Of those who covet Spain's fair Cuban dower; 
Banks multiply, and multiply their vaults. 
And " stocks'* increase as rapid as our faults ! 
Yet Virtue lives, and Freedom breathes a prayer. 
And Banks, the Patriot, wins the Speaker*s Chair, 
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To-day, we see our credit wide expand — 
To-morrow, checked by some mysterious hand ; 
But here we leave the wild, expanding troop, 
Which find an axyrrte in dilated Hoop! 



Jlere Boasters may be found, and not a few ! 

"Resembling, quite, Longfellow's strange " Fgoo . 
No one could do so much, or fast, as he could, — 
No one could jump so high, or far, as he would, — 
No other genius ever was so great ! 
.He'd beat a Yankee, in the Yankee State ! 
Yes, you remember wild " lagoo," queer, 
His strange ambition, and his wild career ! 
All those quaint visions on our native soil, 
The strange creations of the Poet's toil, — ^ 
His curious arts, wild acts, and stranger skill. 
Performed by mere volition of the will ; 
And then how poor " lagoo's" angel fell. 
To earth came whirling, as we say, pell-mell, — 
His wondrous genius, like a giant strong, 
Yet all related in smooth words of song : 
We thought this story rather wish-a-wash-a, 

\ In song so sweet as that of "Hi-a-wa-tha." 

Our Country, too, has genius, men of fame. 
Whose deeds and motives stand without a stain ; 



n 
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Now ask the world — ^go search through all bright lands, 
K^ And Washington, unequaled, and unrivaled stands : 
General untarnished — ^warrior humane, — 
Statesman profound — a life without a stain, — 
" Father of his Country" — champion of Right, 
To honor whom the world will long delight. 
The patriots, Jefferson, Madison, and Jay, 
Eank high and pure, in peerless, matchless sway ; 
And Patrick Henry, whose immortal breath 
Rung clear and bold for " Liberty or Death I " 
So also, Adams, Warren, Green, and Gage, 
All earnest men, of that pure, earnest age. 
Would you behold a band of men whose souls 
Were fired with Truth — whom Freedom's love controls? 
Thatjaoble band of earnest Patriots see, 
Who signed " The Declaration " to be Free ! 
Statesmen, Patriots, Philosophers, and Sage, — 
Undaunted men of that undaunted age ! 
No haughty leader there, with selfish aims, 
Talks loud for freedom, while he covets chains — 
No sycophant — no windy "dough-faee" there, 
Each spirit pants for Freedom's vital air, — 
All join the echo, with united breath, — 
All speak the watch-word — " Liberty or Death T^ 
They tell the world, in plain, but firm decree, 
" All men are Equal, and of Right are Free ! " 
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They left for men, most mean, the thought to nourish 
That those brave words were a "rhetoric flourish" ! 
All stood united 'gainst one common foe, 
Each face lit up with faith's inspiring glow — ' 
Each soul was nerved with super-human might, 
Assured that Heaven would defend the right. 
And God waai with them : Such men never yield, — 
Inherent faith and courage took the field. 
And tempest, flood — ^all elements unite 
To crown them victors in each bloody fight : 
From " Lexington," and then from " Bunker Hill," 
The " Britons" learned the force of earnest will ; 
Each battle-field, to Yorktown's last decree, 
Peels with the triumphs of a Nation Free ! 
And now our magic " Eagle" proudly waves 
On FreedonCs Banner, o'er those Patriot's graves. 

The Present Day, though stained, perhaps, with wrong, 
Has living men who for the right are strong ; 
See Dr. Nott, the scholar and divine, — 
Elihu Burrit, — each shall fame entwine : 
We mention Cheever, Durbin, Bbecher, Tyng, 
Who varied learning and devotion bring : 
We mention Giddings, and his useful sphere, — 
Our earnest Seward, and his high career ; 
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So also, towering in our brief sketched plan, 
Till late, we saw the thoughtful Horace Mank ; 
Till later still, beside the world's great men, 
»/High stood our Irving, with his peerless pen. 
We name one more, another glowing star, 
Whose lofty brow the dastard Brooks would mar; — 
Behold Charles Sumner ! whose exalted soul 
Could never bow to tyrant's foul control ! 
His name shall glow on the historian's page, 
A Martyr Hero of the present age ! 

Religion here has found a footing strong, 
And pious hearts o'erflow with grateful song ; 
The Church was planted on Columbia's soil, 
Through patient labor and devoted toil, 
And thousands here their heart-felt tributes bring 
To God their Father and their Heavenly King. 
Here every hamlet boasts its church and steeple, 
The offering of a faith-professing people ; 
And here, by those whom Christian bonds entwine. 
The Bible is received as Book Divine, — 
Its sacred precepts, and its heavenly rules 
Are taught the young, in pleasant Sabbath Schools, 
And sacred anthems, with devotion rise 
Like holy incense to the bending skies. 
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All is not gold that glitters in the light, 
So erroTy here, has mingled with the right^ — 
Error, the more mischievous, as it flows 
From selfish heart, and on delusion grows, — 
Error, that hurls the Bible from its throne. 
And plants poor Reason^ a standard of its own, — 
Error, that stills the Word of God Himself, 
By selfish, noisy clamor of itself, — 
Error, that rages, talks, and lives, and dies, 
Unheeding counsel of the Great All- Wise ! 
Sometimes you're told that all, the bad and good, 
Shall reign in bliss, no matter where they stood 
On earthly plain — that there, all comes round right, 
In those grand circles of eternal light, — 
That all the wrongs, mishaps and guilt of this, 
Shall then be righted, and result in bliss ; 
Sometimes you're told that spirits come with "rapping," 
With curious jars, and strange, fantastic " tapping," 
As if to waken slothful mortals napping ! 
And not a few will preach to erring man. 
The loathsome freedom of some Free-love plan : 
Here too are steady, plain, and generous Quakers, 
With varied sects, Foxites, Hicksites, and Shakers, — 
No ritual rites, no vague religious feast. 
In garments plain, and outward forms, at least, 
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As fair for Heaven as the mitred priest. 
And it was here, almost within our view, — 
Joe Smith came out with his religion new, 
And sends the " Koran" nearly to the shade. 
By his new book with " golden" name o'erlaid, 
And Mormon Priest, with sensual ardor strives 
To show devotion with his plural wives, 
And Chinese system, with its " Buddish" priest. 
Here finds a likeness at a " Salt Lake" feast, 
While grand Pagodas of the Burmah vamp. 
Find " Nauvoo-Temple" but a rival stamp. 

What varied views, and thoughts, and hopes abound ! 
' Then all are argued oft, in ceaseless round, 
Too little love, too much of strife and hate. 
Too little holy life, too much debate : 
One sees man's spirit boundless, peerless grown. 
Till angel-like, it stands before the Throne, 
There in each vast and each delightful view. 
Beholding all the Infinite may do. 
One sees the spirit by death's tragic scene, 
Changed to a seraph from a thing most mean — 
Another sees but the material form, 
He's very earnest, and his zeal is warm. 
He " knows" that thought shall all go out at death. 
No spirit, other than the vital breath ; 
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Or if some heavenly world you ever see, 

'Twill be a new creative act to thee. 

One says that grace through living faith is given, 

He feels God's Spirit guiding him to Heaven ; 

Anoth^ preaches this is all absurd, 

His sermon tells you " just obey the Word !" 

Now, " Water Baptisrn'^ is the active theme, 

'Tis by immersion — buried in the stream ; 

Then all is symhol, comes the earnest cry. 

These precious drops the fountain typify — 

I " pT>ur my Spirit," reads the sacred code, 

And hence for some, outpouring is the mode. 

Another knows that all may win the race, 

Through matchless mercy and free boundless grace : — 

Not so, replies some ancient, sober sage, 

'Tis by election^ reads the sacred page. 

And now, O Muse, repeat in words of song. 
Your simple view, but surely be not long ; 
O, tell us how these varied views abound, 
Or how the pearl of joyful bliss is found, 
Or how, beyond the toil of earthly strife, 
We may secure a Crown of Heavenly Life? 

The Muse replies with diffidence indeed. 
The hunibh only see the Spirit's need ; 
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The heart that yields unto the heavenly sway, 
Most easy finds the sweeter, better way. 
Such varied views abound, because men preach 
For fame and glory, when they try to teach, 
And use their earnest thoughts and earnest labor. 
To show they're smart and can out-talk their neighbor. 

There is too much contention and debate, 
On questions deep, of destiny and fate ; 
Too eager most, some towering niche to fill, 
We try to go beyond the Heavenly Will, 
Or, still too proud our littieness to own. 
Too often place weak Reason on the throne. 
Forgetting that to point out error wild. 
We must be humble, simple as a child. 
To such a soul 'tis not the outward form. 
But love supreme that glows with spirit warm ; 
Such trust in sunshine, and in shade as well. 
And faith in<5rease3 when dark shadows swell. 
The Christian soul delights in love, not strife. 
And kindly acts show forth the inward life : 
He'd rather give benevolence its place. 
Than conquer in debate with polished grace, — 
Adoring truth revealed, his spirit warms. 
Yet never gives the throne to musty forms. 
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'Tis Goodness, Meekness, Virtue, Faith, and Love, 
That gild the soul, and lead to life above, — 
'Tis where true deeds and noble acts have birth, 
That best is seen the Christian life on earth ; 
Give these their pure and precious, heart-felt sway, 
And you have found the Master's holy way, — 
The way of Faith, all free from earth's alloy, — 
The way that gleams with brightness and with joy ; 
A simple way, with blessedness replete, 
A precious way, unutterably sweet ! 



PART II. 

Now, we shall leave the vast historic past^ 
Where every interest brightens to the last. 
We leave the present with each busy scene, 
The light, the darkness, and each shade between, 
And turn to mark the destiny that lies 
Along the pathway of our future skies. 
That grand and growing future ! Who shall show 
Our onward course in true prophetic glow ? 



344 OUR couirrRT. 

Let Bome brave watchman quickly mount the tower, 

Look far away and sketch the brightning hour ; 

Too long we've stayed, prophetic thoughts too few, 

Now, now arise and paint the distant view ; 

Some angel mind inspire in us the gifb ! 

Of earnest song, the mystic veil to lift. 

Come sacred genius of the Muse, inspire 

With power to sweep the thrilling thought^strung lyre, 

To peer adown the vista of the years. 

With buoyant hopes and undisturbed by fears, 

And mark the progress of a nation's growth. 

Whose active zeal drives out the canker, sloth, 

Till every member of Our Country bright. 

Stands up for Truth, for Liberty, and Right. 

We see an hour, the watchman quick replies. 
As time in rapid, hurrying circles flies. 
When Fifty States shall spread our empire wide. 
From broad Atlantic to Pacific's side. 
Or reach from Northern Lakes, an endless chain, 
To Southern Gulf, and Mexico's warm plain, 
And in their bosom shall, perhaps, embrace 
One-tenth the millions of the human race. 
We see a time Our Country great shall stand, 
A beacon light to every other land ; 
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Then British Empire on our North shall be 
A hardy nation, reach from sea to sea, 
And in bold progress actively shall stand, 
The proudest empire of the father-land, 
Or, casting off allegiance to the Crown, 
Shall stand up free, unfearing monarch's frown : 
Then Central States, enlightened and at rest. 
Shall all be tranquil, with their millions bles€. 
And each stand forth in emulation just, 
A people firm and true to freedom's trust, 
Yet turn their thoughts unto our own bright land. 
As fairer still than all, a noble band, 
A brotherhood of States, — ^a Union dear, 
Whose progress marks a pure and high career. 
Teaching the Nations in her peerless light, 
Grandeur and power of the elective right. 

Our Country! glorious may it ever stand, 
Guardian of Liberty for every land, — 
Not coveting mere tinseled wealth and power. 
But growing purer, wiser every hour ; 
Developing a safe and well-laid plan. 
That shall secure the equal rights of man. 
Our Patriot Fathers nobly led the way. 
Cheered on by hope of freedom's deathless sway ; 
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They planted well true germs of greatness here, 
And marked for us a noble, grand career, 
And we do well, thus schooled in all that's just, . 
If always faithful to the sacred trust. 
And hold that Banner spotless to the world, 
Their blood and treasure fearlessly unfurled. 
Already through our faith's inspiring power, 
Our CouNTRir brightens like some Eden bower, 
And looking up from future years, we see 
Our fair Republic, peaceful, stable, free ! 
Sectional strifes have calmed into a rest. 
And all the Nation, North and South, are blest, — 
Ambitious every duty to fulfil. 
Aspiring higher, and yet higher still — 
Advancing, growing with resistless force, • 
And scattering blessings in her noble course,- 
Yet conscious, always, that she too must fall, 
Unless her blessings are alike for all. 

" The Land we live in," — all its interests grand. 
Shall nerve each Patriot to a noble stand 
Against Corruption, Folly, Fraud, and Wrong, 
And show the world that Justice can be strong ; 
We may eschew the politicians strife, 
With " wire-pulling" and contention rife. 
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But love of country, order, justice, never, 

These still pursue with manly vigor, ever ! 

The Ballot-box must be our Rock of strength, 

To which all questions mast be brought at length. 

The people choose their officers of trust, 

From men whose moral faith must make them just ; 

The official test of fitness, East or West, 

An intellectual and a moral test. 

Again we peer adown the future stream, 
No idle vision, and no restless dream ; 
We see an hour of greatness, pure and bright, 
That gleams around the world with precious light. 
Our Country, rising in proud Nature's scale. 
Where right is loved and purest laws prevail, 
And in her greatness shall perchance embrace, 
Pull ten score millions of an active race. 
Whose noble daring, and whose watchful care, 
Shall honor Man and Nature everywhere. 
We see a coming hour, though slow it be, 
When all Our Country shall indeed be free ; 
When error shall decay, and truth grow strong. 
When right shall rule supreme and vanquish wrong — 
When North and South shall pure, enlightened stand, 
With all their millions a united band. 
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With Freedom's Banner waving o'er each plain^ 

Or OQ, each hill-top stand without a stain ; 

No North, no South, but such as Nature sends; 

No statute law, but such as God commends, 

No sundered ties to crush the bleeding heart, 

And Truth and Justice heal the bondman's smart, — 

No chains or fetters for the lowly there, 

But freedom's birthright, free as vital air ; 

No ruthless tyrant with relentless maw. 

But all shall truly own the " Higher Law ;" 

Oppressions cease, and man's progressive mind, 

Soar as unfettered as its God designed : 

When every Church, reflecting heavenly light. 

Stands up for earnest, deaUiless, -God-like right ! 

Once more, Inspiring Genius, speak the word. 
From Future Years, what hast thou seen or he«:d 1 
We see a time, the faithful Bard replies, 
When manhood lives and reigns, and error dies,— 
When want and haggard looks no more are seen 
With ruined hopes in rags, and garments mean; — 
No reeling forms who thirst the more they quafi^ 
No bloated face, no coarse debauching laugh, — 
No huts in sad dilapidation stand 
To mark the ruin of some household band ; 
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No lovely wife now longing for the grave, 
Because her husband has become a slave, — 
Her home divine become an earthly hell, 
Because the State would license men to sell : 
No orphans now fill up the ragged school. 
Because a mad-man long has played the fool ; 
No poor-house, thronged with helpless victims there, 
Because tCe Law had left them to despair ! 
I see a day, thank God, ' tis looming up, — 
No more the State gives licence to the " cup," 
But everywhere the glad, glad watcher cries, 
^ I see the Banner, " Prohibition," rise ! 

Shout ! shout the joy ! the welcome echo raise ! 
Sing, Nation sing, a jubilee of praise ! 

In that fair hour of woman's hopes restored — 

The right to rob, degrade, by law ignored, — 

We see an hour when " Women's Eights" shall be. 

Her equal standing with the learned and free ; 

Her equal talents, then the standard just, 

By which she rise or fall (if fall she must ;) 

No place denied to which her mind has grown, — 

None sought, indeed, \£ fitness be not shown; 

Her fitness shown, the challenge, that she sends, 

Disproved, or proven, there the contest ends : 
16 
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In that bright hour we see no meager elf, 
Who dares deny her right to be herself 
In all that's pure and noble, generous, kind, 
Fair matron, guardian, teacher of the mind : 
We see an hour that Passion's wildness stays, 
When ViRTUB dictates, and the will obeys ; 
Pure morals, now, a higher standard bears — 
The Nation's face a brighter aspect wears, — 
Woman has come to see her highest rights 
To spurn the man her innocence would blight ; 
Nor longer shuns, with cold and harsh intent, 
The erring one, who humbly doth repent ; 
That hour shall glow with purer faith and trust — 
Public opinion towards each sect more just, — 
Its moral force build up in every place 
A purer manhood and a purer race. 

We see a time when Industry shall change 
The drear aspect of vale and hill-side range ; 
Fair cities rising from the fertile plain. 
Where elegance and science equal reign- 
Brisk, thriving marts of enterprise and skill— 
The beating heart of every Nation's will; 
And lively towns and villages shall grow. 
And social interests mingling, brighter glow,— 
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When Art and Science turn our sickly plains, 
Through skillful culture and hy well planned drains, 
To healthful fields — remove miasma's breath — 
Abating fever, and disarming death. 
We see a time, and it cannot be far. 
When the Steam Plow, (a grand, triumphal car,) 
Shall take its rank among improvements grand. 
And, side by side with Press and Enoine stand, 
A noble triumph, giving in that day 
A new impetus to Improvements sway ; 
While to its mission, then, it nobly plies. 
The sluggard flees, and fogyism dies ! 

In that bright hour of enterprise and trust, 
Not the mere few — Our Country shall be just — 
Just to the Nations — to every sex and kin — 
Just to the lowly, whatever hue their skin — 
Just, not in mere divisions of their pelf. 
For then no North divides against itself; . 
But generous, brave, and true, in all that can 
Enlarge her science and ennoble man. 
Our Union then, a brotherhood combined, 
Shall foster thought and freedom of the mind, — 
Promoting justice, where her power can reach, 
Honor, Virtue and Liberty of Speech ; 
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Nor this alone, in that fair hour shall bless, 

But then be known true " Freedom of the Press ! " 

And then Our Youth, aroused with freedom's joy, — 
Not tasting largely yet of life's alloy, ] 
Shall find designs of pleasantry and mirth, 
Where fun and frolic have a healthful birth ; 
Then the Oymnasium shall have a place 
In all our Schools, bestowing form and grace, — 
The Play-Grounds, then, are lai^e and broad and fiiir, 
Where joyful echoes fill the noon-day air, — 
Then well designed, our Labor and our Play, 
And healthful forms are with the brisk and gay. 
The School-Room shall be cheerful, clean, and neat. 
With all the rudiments of thought complete. 
While Elementary^harts, with Maps and Balls, 
Hang on the ceiling, or against the walls. 
And all shall cherish those fair happy bowers 
Which memory painteth of the school-day hours. 
We see an hour that Beauty shall extend. 
And Art and Science more delightful blend,— r 
When Genius shall enlarge her earnest powers, 
To decorate our Homes and Rural bowers — 
A reign of Beauty and of Sterling Worth, 
Far, far eclipsing scenes of Orient birth — 
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Far, for sup^ior to that Grecian skill, 

Whose very ruins, all, are wondrous still : 

Ours, quite unlike the fame that crowned her ^games. 

Whose thrilling story now, the mind inflames,^*- 

A reign of Beauty that shall far excel 

All Turkish mosques, or famous Moscow beU-*- 

Outshining Rome, in all her proudest days. 

Where columns tower or sparkling fountain playfl. 

We see a day that shall oiatshine all these. 

Because our object is not mere to please^ 

But, with the Beauty and the grace of Art, 

Some purpose, grand and usi^l has a part. 

Not less than theirs. Our Gbnius shall deaign, 

But nobler purpose shall each act refine ; 

Our DECORATIONS, .then, shall not be ruled 

By stinted minds, that Fashion has befooled^ 

They shall be lovely, elegant, and chaste, 

Fulfilling mission of enlightened taste, 

While Comfort, Beauty, Usefulness, and Bight, 

Combine to make us ht^py, wise, polite — 

Not apish, foppish — ^no mere gew-gaw roce^ 

But manly, noble, giving virtue place. 

Our Schools of Paintinq shall be chaste and pure, — 
Shall watonness repress, yea, be its cure ; 



354 OUR COUNTRY. 

Our sculptured marble and pure works of bronze, 

Shall then employ Our Country's noblest sons, 

And everywhere shall Art and Science blend 

With pure refinement and a useful end. 

Those minds mistake, who deem that through the Cross, 

Well cultured Genius ever suffers loss ! 

Its sacred light ennobles each design — 

Its tendency to chasten and refine, 

And the Millenium, when it dawns on earth, 

Shall give to Genius still a higher birth — 

Nerving to fine conceptions, pure and grand — 

Awaking Talent all throughout our land ; 

Each pure ideal, drawn out surpassing fair, 

Inspiring love of Beauty everywhere : 

Then pure Religion shall inspire the soul. 

And give to Art and Beauty its control. 

While Arts and Science, all, shall yield their light, 

To make each Gospel Truth to shine more bright. 

Think not the Muse is wild in fancies' flight. 
Or that we paint Our Future day too bright — 
Think not these visions are too fair for earth, — 
A grand career for manhood shall have birth ! 
Yourselves arouse, and let your action here, ' 
But hasten on that pure and bright career ! 
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Stand firm against monopoly and caste — 
Be true to all that's sacred to the last ! 
Repelling fashion, still be chaste and neat, 
Refined in thought, ftid still in temper sweet ; 
In duties, habits, conscience, be exact, 
Weigh well the force of every moral act — 
Arouse with zeal that shows your arms are strong ! 
Act with a courage that repels all wrong ! 
Let your volition, with undaunted sway. 
But hasten on that glad, that brighter day ! 
And then our glorious Banner, " Stars and Stripes," 
Shall wave in purer, nobler, higher flights ! 
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Leave not a cloud around our way, 
Unless to shield from sorrow ; 

And then may shadows of to-day 
Bring each a brighter morrow. 

May not the heart grow stern and cold- 
Keep friendship's heart entwining ; 

May even clouds be fringed with gold,' 
And bright with silver lining. 
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THOUGHTS OF CHILDHOOD. 

WRITTEN AFTER A SISTER^S DEATH. 

What stirring thoughts rush rapid on my mind, 

While I survey, 
Life's morning hours, most hopefully designed, 

Now passed away. 
How oft I've thought, with mem'ries of delight, 

On those fair hours, 
I wandered with a sister, gay and bright. 

Through fields and bowers ; 
Eare were the beauties Nature there displayed, 

And joy was with us. 
As through those ancient fields and groves we played. 

Where fancy led us : 
Our youthful spirits then were light and gay, 

Devoid of sorrow. 
Nor thought, pursuing pleasures of to-day, 

Of care to-morrow. 



THOUGHTS OF CHILDHOOD. SS^ 

But she, (whose heart was then so filled with joy, 

Whose memory dear,) 
Has passed from earth, and far from earth's alloy, 

To another sphere : 
How ofb, in later years, my mind has strayed 

To that loved spot, 
And though dear objects there are gone, decayed, 

They 're not forgot. 
Those scenes, those sports, companions, all, how fair. 

But yet how changed ! 
Emblems of what all earthly pleasures are, 

By time deranged. 
If, then, earth's cherished iseenes so soon may end. 

And hopes be riven. 
Give me to feel that Jesus is my fHend, 

My guide to Heaven. 
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OuE Treasures ! Where are they to-day 1 

Corroding with earth's care ? 
Borne, through our carelessness, away, 

Without one heart-felt prayer ? 
Exposed to rust and moth, decay, 

Forgotten everywhere 1 
From such a dream awake ! awake 
To action ! Now the fetters break, 
And bid the heart expand with love — 
With Treasures well laid up above. 

II. 

What Treasure, now, shall we secure ? 

Most earnest is the asking, 
A something that will live, endure. 

Unchanging, bright, and lasting — 
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A Treasure spotless, precious, pure, 

Where happiness is basking*: 
Ah, then, make glad some child to-day ? 
Assist it in its hopeful play. 
And liid the heart expand in love. 
With Treasures thus laid up above. 

III. 

Pure Treasures would we crave to-day, 

A something for the soul. 
That never dies, nor turns away 

From looking to the goal — 
A something that will live and stay, 

Above all low control ? 
Then acts of mercy must be ours, 
Benevolence move all our powers. 
And these shall make each heart expand 
With Treasures for the Better Land. 

IV. 

Our Treasures ! Are they bright this hour. 

And will we keep them bright ? 
Determined, though the wicked lower. 

To follow God and right, 
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Till finding an immortal dower. 

Forever free from blight 1 
Then act ! and act a noble part — 
Relieve the poor, — out-do the heart 
In those designs of mercy, love, 
That daily carry wealth above. 

V. 

Our Treasures ! Shall we seek again ? 

Be earnest, — time is brief; 
Find Charity, and bid her reign 

O'er life and other's grief; 
The low, the humble not disdain — 

Bring gladness, bring relief; 
Forgetting self, all real needs 
Supply, through quiet humble deeds, 
And these shall make the heart expand. 
With Treasures for the Better Land. 
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